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. EDWARD Y „ Was 
the only Son of Dr. — 
OUNG, an eminent, learned and ju- 
dicious Divine; Dean of Sarum, 
Fellow of Wincheſter Col and 
Nector of Upham, in He 
was born 1684, at Upham, and after. 
being educated in Wincheſter College 
IT New 
College at d, October 13, 1 E 
uhacke wa) cha Thayats 15 7 
but there being no Vacaney of a 
 lowſhip, he removed before 
ration of the Year to 
8 Gearleman 
Commoner. | 
» In « +» he was 


© 


de LIFE. or Dr. YOUNG: 

* biſhop Tenniſon. Here he took the 
Degree of B. C. L. in 1714; and in 
1719, D-C. L. Inthis Yeat he pub- 
liſhed his Tragedy of Brufris, in 
1721, the Revenge, and in 1723, the 
Brothers; about this Time he publiſhed 
his elegant Poem on the Laft Daz. 
He ſoon after publiſhed the Force of 
Religion, or Vanquiſh'd Love, a Poem 
'which alſo gave much Pleaſure to 
moſt who read it, but more eſpecially 
to the noble Family, for whoſe Enter- 
tainment it was principally writ- 
ten. Theſe Poems met with ſuch 


Succeſs as to procure the Author the 


rticular Friendſhip of ſeveral of the 
Nobility, and among the reſt the 
Patronage of the Duke of Wharton: 


By his Grace's Recommendation he 


declared himſelf a. Candidate for 
Member of Parliament for Cirenceſ- 


ter, but did not ſucceed. His Noble 


Patron honoured him with his Com- 
pany to All Souls, and through his 

ance and Perſuaſion was at the 
Expence of erecting a conſiderable 
Part of the New Buildings then car- 
rying on in that College. "The Turn 
of his Mind leading him to Divinity, 


, 
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he quitted the Law, which he hag 
never practiſed, and taking Orders, 
was appointed. Chaplain in Ordinary 
to King George II. April, NR. i 

About this Time he publiſhed, a 
Vindication of Providence in Quar- 
to, and ſoon after, his Eſtimate of 
Human Life, in the ſame Size; 
which have gone through ſeveral Edi» 
tions in 12mo, and are thought by 
many to be the heſt of his Profe Per- 


formanoes. In 1730, he was preſented 


by his College to the Rectory of 
Welwyn in Hertfardſhire, reputed 
worth zool. befides the Lordſhip of 
the Manor annexed to it, He was 


married in 1731, to Lady Betty Lee, 


Widow of Col. Lee, and Daughter 


to the Earl of Litchfeld; (a 129] of 
an eminent Genius and great Poetical 


Talents) who brought him a Son and 


Heir not long after their Marriage, 

Though always in high Eſteem 
with many of the firſt Rank, he ne- 
ver roſe to great Preferment. He 
was a Favourite of the late Prince of 
Wales, his preſent Majeſty's Father, 
ang for fome Years before his Death 
ö 2 1 22 
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retty conſtant Attendant at 
Courts ; Ar upon the Prince's Deceaſe 
all his Hopes of farther riſing in the 
Church were at an End; and towards 
the 'latter Part of his Life his yery 
Dedbre of it ſeemed to be laid aſide; 
However upon the Death of Dr, 
Hales, in 1761, he was 1 
— of the Cloſet to the Princeſs 
gs of Wales. 
Year 1741, he had the Un- 
1 to loſe his Wife and both 
Her Children, which ſhe had by her 
Art Huſband. They all died within 
a ſhort Time of each other: That 
he felt greatly for their Loſs, as well 
as for that of his Lady, may eaſily 
7 perceived by his fine Poem of the 
icht Thou TR. es, 8 by it 
| A1 was A 
— his own, * yy we unri- 
d by all who have attempted to 
him. _ _ here was 
defervedly gr y Bard 
*. whoſe Griefs in Lp 14 
-«< flow, and melancholy Jo oys aue 
88 around, has been — ſung by the 
Profane as well as Pious. They were 


wjitten, as before obſerved, under the 


OE Ac et ao a@©* bh? 


Poetry pecu- | 


Kingdom, being adorned with an ele- 
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recent Preſſure of his Sorrow for the 
Loſs of his Wife, and his Daughter 
and Son-in-Law; they are addrefled 
to Lorenzo, 2 Pleaſure and 
the World, and The: it is enerally | 
* (and ve probably was his 
own Son, then labouring under his 
Father's Diſpleaſure. His Son-in- 
Law is faid to be characterized by 
Philander, and his Daughter was cer- 
tainly the Perſon he ſpeaks of under 


the Appellation of Narciffa: In her 


Jaſt Illneſs he accompanied her to 
Montpellier in the South of France, 
were ſhe died ſoon after her Arrival 
in that City. 

He wrote his Conjectures on Ori- 
ginal Compoſition when he was turn'd 
of Eighty: and the Refignation a, 
Poem, was publiſhed a ſhort Time 
before his Death. He died in his 
Parſonage Houſe, at Welwyn, April 
12th, 1765, and was buried accordi 
to his own Deſire (attended by all thz 
Poor of the Pariſh) under £4 Altar- 
Piece of that Church, by the Side af 
his Wife. This Altar- iece is reck- 
oned one of the moſt curious in the 


* IFE 0 Top nc. 
nt Piece of Needle - Work by the 
put Betty Youn 


Before is Death he ordered all hig 
Manyſcripts to be burnt; thoſe that 


ſmall ' Compaſs, and that he never 
wrote on trivial Subjects, will lament 
both the Exceſs of his Modeſty (if I 
may ſo term it) and the irreparable 
Lots to Poſlerity; eſpecially when it 
is conſidered, that he was the inti- 
mate Acquaintance of Addiſon, and 
was himſelf one of the Writers of the 
Spectators. 

"He left an only Son and Heir, Mr. 
Frederick Young, who had the firſt 
Part of his Education at Wincheſter 
School, and becoming a Schglar upop 
the Foundation was ſent to New 
College in Oxford; but there heing 
no Vacancy (tho? the Society waited 
for dne no leſs than two Tears, ) he 
Was admitted in the mean Time in 
Baliol College, where he behaved ſo 
imprudently as to be farbidden the 
College. This Miſcon duct diſobliged 
his Father fo much, that he never 
would ſuffer him 'to come into his 


Bight afterwards: However by his 


knew how much he expreſſed in a* 


| 


| 
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Will he bequeath'd to him, aſter a 
few Legacies, his whole Fortune, 
which was conſiderable. - 4 

As a Chriſtian and Divine, he 
might be ſaid to be an Example of 

rimeval Pietyz he gave a remarki- } 

le Inſtance of this one Sunday, 
when preaching in his, Turn at St. 
James's; for though he ſtrove to gain 
the Attention of his Audience, when 
he found he cqui not prevail, his Pity 
for their Folly got the better of all 
Decorum; he fat back in the Pulpit 
and burſt into a Flood of Tears. 

His Turn of Mind was naturally 
ſolemn; and he uſually, when at 
Home in the Country, ſpent many 
Hours in a Day, walking among the 
Tombs in his own Church-yard : His 
Converſation as well as Writings, had 
all a Reference to a future Life: Yet 
notwithſtanding this Gloanginefs of 
Temper, he was fond of innocent 
Sports and Amuſements: He infti- 
| — an Aſſembly and a Bowling- 
Green in his Patiſh, and often pro- 
moted the Mirth of the Company in 
Perſon. His Wit was ever po * 
nant, and always levelled at th 
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_— any Contempt for De- 
y and OS. His Epigram 
ken Exte re upon Voltaire is 
well known: Voltaire happening to 
Tidicule Milton's allegorical Perſo- 
nages of Death and Sin, Dr. Young 
thus addreſſed him;— *© 


Thou art ſo n and thin, 
Thou ſeem'ſt a Milton with his Death 
and Sin. 


He publiſhed a Collection of ſuch 
of his Works as he thought the beſt, 
"2761, in four Volumes in duodecimo, 
and another was publiſhed ſince. 
"Among theſe, his Satires intitled the 
Love of Fame, or the Univerſal Paſ- 
2 are by moſt conſidered as his 


ncipal Performance next to the 
t Thoughts. They are finely 
217 "of * exceſſive Pride 
or x3 olly ollowing prevail- 

x and aiming to be mgre 
an we really are, or can poſſibl be. 


"They were written in early 3 


| and if Smoot of Stile, Brillianc 
of Wit, and Simplicity of Subj 
can enſure Applauſe, our Author may 


demand it on this Ocgafion. 


by 1, tt FAS © w©@ ww: oo ac wm. cd we 


a 


SO tf as  ©14 


The Live of Dr. Youns. xi 


Aſter the Death of his Wife, being 
wholly unacquainted with domeſtic 
Affairs, he referred the whole Care 
and Management of his Family to 
his Houſekeeper, to whom he left 4 
handſome Legacy. 

It is univerſally acknowledged that 
his Night Thoughts diſplay 'a ſingu- 
lar Genius, a lively Fancy, an exteu- 
five Knowledge of Men and Things, 
eſpecially of the Feelings of the hu- 
man Heart, and paint in the ſtrongeſt 
Colours the Vanity of Life with all 
its fading Honours and Emoluments, 
the Benefits of true Piety, eſpecial 
in he Views of Death, and the mo 
unanſwerable Arguments in Support 
of the Soul's Immortality and a future 
State. This Work has ſucceeded 
more than any other Moral Poem, of 
ſuch conſiderable Bulk, fince Milton's 
- Paradiſe Loſt. 
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NIGHT the FIRST; 


( mW 
Life, Death, and Immortality, 
3 


The Right Hon. Au r HU OnsLow, E/q; 
Speaker of the Houſe of Commons. © 


I R'D nature's ſweet reſtorer, bam fleep! 
He, like the world, his ready vifit pays 
Wuere fortune ſmiles; the wretched he forſakes : 
Swift on his downy »inions flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unſully'd with a tear. * 
From ſhort (as uſual) and di ſturb'd repoſe 
I wake: How happy they, who wake na more! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeſt the grave, 
] wake, emerging from a ſea of Dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wreck'd deſponding 
thought, | 
From wave to wave of fancy'd miſery, 
At random drove, her helm of reaſon loſt : 
Tho' now reftor'd, tis only change of pain; 
( A bitter change l) ſeverer for ſevere, 
The day too ſhort for my diſtreſs ; and night, 
Ev'n in the zenith of her dark domain, 
Is ſunſhine, to the colour of my fate. 
Night, ſable goddeſs ! from ber ebon throne, 
In rayleſs majeſty, now ſtretches forth 
Her leaden ſceptre, o'er a ſlumb' ring world, 
Silence, how dead! «1d darkneis, how proe 
found | | 
Nor eye, nor liſt'ning ear, an object finds; 
Creation ſleeps. Tis as the gen'ral pulſe 
Of life Rood fill, and nature made a pauſe 
An awful pauſe ; prophetic of her end. 


And let her prophecy 1 7 tulfill'd; 
| B+ 


2 Thou, who did' put to flight 


+ This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 


4 
Pate] drop the curtain; I can l6ſe no more. | 


The COMPLAINT, Night 1, 


Silence and darkneſs! folemn fiſters ! twins 
From ancient night, who nurſe the tender 


Ty nm reaſon build reſolve, 
(That column of true majeſty in man) 
Aft me: I will thank you in the grave; 
grave, your kingdom: there this frame 
ſhall fall 
A victim ſacred to your dreary tins, 
* Bug what are ye ?— 


rioeval ſilence, when the morning ſtars 

netting, ſhouted o'er the rigng ball; 
O thou ! whoſe word from ſolid darkneſs ſtruck 
That ſpark, the ſun, ftrilze wiſdom from my foul; 
FI. which flies to thee, her truſt, her usr 

re, 
As miſers to their gold, wiih ** ref}, 
Thro' this opaque of nature ahd of ſoul, 


To lighten, and to cheer. O lead my mind, 

A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
ad it thro* various ſcenes of ie and death; 
And from each ſcene, the nobleſt truths ;aſpire. 
Nor leſs inſpire my conduct, than my ſong; 
Teach my best reaſon, Dealon; my be will 


Teach rectitude; and fix my fitm reſolve 

Wiſdom to wed, and py her long arrear: 

Nor let rhe phial of thy vengeance, pour 'd 

On this devoted head, be pour'd in yain. 

The belt fries one. We take no note of 

time, 

But from its loſs, To give it then a tongue, 

Is wiſt in man.” As if n angel ſpoke, 

I feel the ſolemn found. If heard aright, 

It is the knell of my departed hours: 

Where are they ? with the youre beyond the 
flood. 

le is th: Agnal that demands d:ſpatch. 
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Night. The COMPLAINT. 

ow much is to be done? my hopes and feary 

tart up alarm'd, and o'er life s narrow verge 

Look don on what ? ? a fathomleſs abyſe 

A dread eternity how ſurely mine 

And can eternity belong to me, 

Poar penfioner on the bounties of an hour? 
How poor, _ rich, — Fs how wy 

How complicate, how won „ is man! 


— paſſing wonder He, who made him ſuch | 
ho centred in our make ſuch ſtrange extremes! 
— dif rent natures y mix'd, 
Connexion exquiſite of diſtant worlds! | 
Difinguiſh'd link in being's endleſs chain! 
Midway from A. C to the 2 — | 
A beam ethereal, fu and abſorpt! 
= ſully d and Are fill di vines 
m mitiatute of greatneſs abſolute 
An heir of glory! a frail child of duſt! 
Helgleſs immortal ! inſect infinice ! 
A worm! a god?—[ Ye" at myſelf, 
And in myſelf am loſt ! at home a firanger, 


Thought wanders up and „ ſurpriz'd, _ 
And wond'ririg at her own ow ceaſon reels | 
O hk U miracle to man is min 


Triumphantly diftreſs'd ! what; joy, what dread! 

Alternately tranſported, and alarm'd ! 

woot can preſerve my life? or what deſtroy ? 
Ah Angel's arm can't ſnatch me from the grave, 

Levions of angels can't confine me there. 

- "== pat conjecture; all things riſe in proof: 

White K limbs fleep's foft 

What tho' my foul fantaftick meaſures trod 

O'er fairy fields; or moyrn'd along the gloom 

Of pathleſs woods; or down the cravgy ſeep 


A — ſwormm with pain the mantled 


Or fear'd 1 — cliff; or danc'd o hollow winds, 
With antic ** ? oy ona ofthe brain] 
V+ 3 
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The COMPLAINT. Night!, 
Her ceaſcleſs flight, tho" deyious, ' ſpeaks he? 


nature 
Of ſubtler efſence than the trodden e lod; 
Active, real, tow'ring, unconſin u, 
Unfetter'd wit h her groſs companion s fall. 
Ev'n filent night proclaims my foul immortal: 
Ev'n filent night proclaims eternal day, | 
For human weal, heay'n huſbands all events: 
Dull flcep inſtructs, nor ſport vain dreams in 
va 


in. 
Why then their loſs deplore that are not loſt? 
Why pong wretched thought their tombs 
arou ” 
In infidel diſtreſs ? are angels there? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duft, ethereal fire ? 


They live ! tly live ! a life on earth 
Unkindled, he | and from an eye 
Of tenderneſs, let hear" nly pity fall 

On me, ma re juſtly number d with the dead. 
This is the defarr, this the ſolitude: 

How populous ! how vital, is the grave! 


This iscreation's melancholy vault, 


Tube vile funereal, the fad cypreſs gloom ; 


The land of apparitions, empry ſhades! 
All, ll on earth is ſhadow, all beyond 
Is ſuhſtance: the reverſe is folly's creed: 
How ſolid all, where change ſhall be no mare! 
Thi is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the veſtibule ; 
Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and death, 
death, alone can heave the maſſy=bar, 


This groſs impediment of clay remove, 


And make us embryos of exiſtence free, 

From real life, but little more remote 

Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 

The future embryo, flumb'ring in his fire. 
Embryos we muſt be, till we burſt the hell, 
Yon ambient azure ſhell, and ſpring to life, - 
The lite of Gods, (O tranſport !) and of man. 


Nighe I. The COMPLAINT. 7 

Yet man, foo] man! here burics all his 
thoughts: | 

Inters celeſtial hopes without one figh. 

Pris'ner of earth, add pent beneath the moon, 

Here pinions all his wiſhes : wing'd by heav'n 

To fly an infinite z and reach it there, 

Were ſeraphs gather immortality 

On life's fair tree, faſt by the throne of God. 

What golden joys ambrofial cluſt ring glow 

In His full beam, and ripen for the jut! 

Where momentary ages are no more 

Where — and pain, and chance, and death 

expire 

And is it in the flight of threeſcore years, 

To puſh eternity from human thought, 

And ſmothey ſouls immortal in the duſt ? 

A ſoul immortal, ſpending all her fires, 

Waſting ber ſtrength in ſtrenuous idleneſs, 

Throws into tumuk, raptur'd, or zlarm'd 

At aught this ſeene can threaten, or indulge: 

Reſembles ocean into : | 

To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 
Where falls this cenfure ? It oq'erwhelms my- 


© how ſeif ferter'd was my vo ling foul ! 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt roynd and 


round 

In filken thought, which reprile fancy ſpun! 
"Till darken'd reaſon lay quite clouded o er 
With ſoft conceit of endleſs comfort here, 

Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ſkies} 
Night vißons may tefriend (as ſung above): 
Our waking dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 
Of things impoſſible! (Could ſleep do more?) 
Of joys perpetual in perpetua! change b 
Of fable pleaſures on the toſſing wave ! 
Eternal ſunſhine in the florms of life! 
How richly were my * traces hung 
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The COMPLAINT, 


With gorgeous tapeſtries of piftur'd joys, 

toy behind jay, in endleſs perſpective 

ill at death's toll, whoſe reſtleſs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at 3 meal, © 
Stazting I woke, and found myſelf undone. 
Where's now my frensy's pompous furniture ? 
The cobweb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mould ring mud, is royalty to me, 
The ſpider's moit attenuated thread, 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On earthly bliſs; it breaks at ev'ry breeze. 

O ye bleſt ſcenes of permanent delight! 
Full, above meaſure! laſting, beyond bound 
A perpetuity of bliſs, is bliſs. 
Could you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end, 
That ghaſtly thqught would drink up all our joy, 
And quite unparadiſe the realms of light. 

+ Safe are you lodg'd above theſe rolling ſpheres ; 

The baleful influence of whoſe giddy dance 
S fad vici ſſitude on all beneath, _ 
Here teems with revolutions ev'ry hour; 
And rarely for the better; or the beſt, 

ore mortal than the coramon births of fate. 

h moment has its fickle, emulous 

Of time's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample ſweep 
Strikes empires from the rot; each moment 


Night I. 


* 

His litt * in the narrower ſphere 

Of ſweet domeſtick comfort, and cuts down 

The faireſt bloom of ſublunary bliſs. | 

Bliſs — bliſs .- Praud words, and 

vain f 

Imzlicit trea ſon ta divine gecres ! 

A bold invation of the rights of heav'n ; 

I clatp'd the phanrams, and I found them air ; 

O had 1 weigh's it ere my ſond embracy !. 

What darts of agony had mifs'd my oy 

D-ath ! great proprietor of all! tis thine 

To tread out empire, and to quench the ſtark, 


| 
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The ſur. himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines ; 
2 pluck bim from his 
— e. 
Amidft ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 
Thy partial quiver on a mark ſo mean? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me ? 
Inſatiate archer ! could not one ſuffice ? 
Thy * flew thricez and thrice my peace was 
ain; i 
3 ere thrice yon moon had fill'd het 
orn. 
O Cynthia ! why ſo pale ? doft thou lament 
Thy 2 neighbour ? grieve to fee thy 
* cel 0 
Of ceaſeleſs change outwhirl'd in human life ? 
How a_ my borrow'd bils! from fortune's 
mile, 
Precarious courteſy ! not virtue's ſore; 
Self. given, ſolar, ray of ſound delight, 
In ev'ry vary'd poſture, place, and hour, 
How widow'dev'ry thought of ev'ry joy 
Thought, buſy thought ! too buſy for my peace! 
Thro' the dark poſtern of time lang elaps d, 
Led ſoftiy, by the ſtillneſs of the night, 
Led, like 2 murderer, (and ſuch it proves ) 
Strays ( wretched rover!) o'er the pleafing paſt ; 
In que fts of wretchednefs perverſely ſtrays; 
And finds all deſart now); and meets the ghoſts 
Of my departed joys, a num rous train 
I rue the riches of my former fate; 
Sweet comfort's blafied clugers 1 lament z 
I tremble st the bleflings once ſo dear 3 
And ev'ry pleaſure pains me to the heart. 
Yet why complain ? or why complain fot one? 
Hangs out the fun his luſtre but for me, 
The fingle man? are angels all beſide ? 
I mourn for millions: tis the common lot; 


In this ſhapey or in that, has fate catail's 
B 5 
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10 The COMPLAINT, Night 1. 

The mother's throes on all of woman born, 

Not more the children, than fure heirs of pain. 
War, famine, peſt, volcano, ftorm, and fire, 

Inteſtine broils, oppreſſiom, with her heart 

Wrapt up in triple braſs, befiege mankind, 

God's image di ited of day, 

Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a ſun was made. 

There, beings deathleſs as their haughty lord, 

Are hammer d to the galling oar for life; 

And'plough the winter's wave, and reap deſpair. 

Some, for hard maſtgrs, broken under arms, 

In battle lopp'd away, with half their limbs, 

Beg bitter bread thto realms their valour ſav d, 

If fo the tyrant, or his minions, doom 

Want, and incurable diſeaſe, (fell pair !) 

On hopeleſs multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 

At once ; and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning hoſpitals eject their dead! 

What numbers, once in fortune's lap high-fed, 

Solieit the cold ha na of charity! 

To ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain ! 

Ye filken ſons of pleaſure ! fince in pains 

You rue mote modiſh viſits, viſit here, 

And breathe from your debauch; give, and re- 

duce 


Surfeits's dominion o'er you : but ſo great 

Your imprudence, you bluſh at what is right. 
Happy! did ſorrow ſcige on ſuch alone. 

Not prudence can defend, or virtue fave ; 

Difeafr tovades the chafteft remperancez 

And puniſhment the gaiitl-(s; and alarm'd, 

Thru* thicke® ſhades, purſues the fond of peace, 

Man's cution of: en into danger turns, 

And, hie guard talung, cruſhes him to death. 


Not happineſs 1tfelf makes good her name; 


Our v-1y wiſhes give us not our with. 
How diſtant oft the thing we doat on moſt, 
From het for which we doat, felicity? 
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The ſmootheft courſe of nature has its pains 3 

And trueft friends, thro error, wound our reſt, 

Without mixfortune, what calamities ? 

And what hoſtilities, without a foc ? 

Nor are foes wanting to the beft ori earth. 

But endle is the lift of human ills, 

And fighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe to figh. 
A part how ſmall of the terraquebus globe 

Is tenanted by man ! the reſt a waſte: 

Rocks, deſarts, frozen ſeas, and burning ſands ! 


Wild haunts of monſters, poiſons, fiings, and 


death, 5 
Such is earth's melonc holy map ! but, for 
More fad ! this earth is a true map of mon. 
So bounded are his haughty lord's delights 
To woe's wide' empire ; where deep troubles 


toſs, 
Loud forrows howl, invenonom's paſſion's bite, 
Rav'nous calamities our vitals ſeize, 
And threat'ning fate wide opens to de wur. 
What then am I, who forrow for myſelf? 
la age, in infancy, others aid 
Is all our hope; to teath us to be kind. 
That, nature's firft, laſt leſſom to mankindz 
The ſelfifh heart deſerves the pain it feels. 
More gen rous ſbrrow, while it finks, exalu, 
And conſcicus virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought 2 ſecond channel, who divide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take then, O wor'd ! thy much- indebted tear: 
How fad a fight is human happineſs, 
To W thought can pier ce beyond an 
8 
O thou, whate er thou art, whoſe heart exults! 
Wouldft thou I ſhould congratulate thy fate? 
I know thou wouldſt; thy pride demands it 


from me. 
Let tl-y-price pardon, ä 


* 


4 


Nm Tile COMPLAINT, Nieht i. 
The ſalutary cenſure of a friend. 
Thau happy wretch ! by blindneſs thou art bleſt; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual ſmiles, 
Know, ſmiler! at thy peril art thou pleas'd ; 
Thy pleaſuie is the promiſe of thy pain. 
Misfor tune, like a creditor | 
But rifes in demand for her delay; 
She makes a ſcourge of paſt proſperity, 
To fling thee more, and double thy diftreſs. 
Lorenzo, fortune makes hen court to thee; 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren fings. 
Dear is thy welfare ; think me noc unkind ; 
I would not damp; but to ſecure, thy joys. 
Think not that fear is ſacred to the ſtotm. 
Stand on thy guard againſt the ſtnile of fate. 
Is heav*n tremendous in its frowns ? moſt ſure 3 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Iu favours here are trials, not rewards : 
A call to duty, not diſcharge from care; 
And ſhould alarm us, full as much as woes 
Awake us to their cauſe, and conſequence ; 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our deſert j 
Awe nature's tumults, and chaſtiſe her joys, 
Leſt, while we claſp we kill them : nay, invert 
To worſe than fimple miſery, their charms. 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, 
Like boſom friendſhips to reſentment ſour'd, 
With rage invenom's riſe againſt aut peace. 
Beware what earth calls happineſs; beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on lefs than an ifrimortal baſe, 
Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to-death. 
Mine dy'd with thee, Philabder ! thy loſt sgh 
Difſolv'd the charm ; the diſenchanted earth 
Loft all her luſtre. Where, her glit'ring row'rs? | 
Her golden mountains, where? all darken'd 
4 down . 1 | 
To naked waſte, a dreary vale of tears | 
The gyeat magician's dead ! thou poor pale piece 
Of oui-caſt earth, in darkgeſs ! what a change 
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Time is dealt out by particles; and each, 
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From yeſterday ! thy darling hope ſo near, 
— labour d prize!) O how ambition fluſti'd 

y glowing cheek | umdition, truly great, 
Of virtuous praiſe. . Death's fubele ſhed within, 
(Sly; treach'rous tminer I) working in the dark; 
Smil's at thy well-concerted ſcheine, and 


The worm to riot on that roſe ſo red; 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey | 
Man's forefight is conditionally wiſe ; 
Lorenzo! wiſdom into folly turnt 
Fo ing dect horn. Ho 
0 thought is ow dim our eye ! 
The 9 — our 3 Me 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on doomſday, drown the 
nent; 

We penetrate, we propheſy in vain. 


Ere mingled with the — ſands of like; 
By fate's inviolable cath is ſworn = 
Deep filedce, ** Where eternity begins. 

By nature's law, what may be thay be now 
There's no prerogative in human hours, 
In human hearts what bolder thoughts can riſe, 
Than man's preſumption on to-morrow's dawn? 
Where is to-motrow ? ih another world. 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverſe 
. — and yet 8 


This perad ventu 

—.— 3 1 
r mounts ; ſpin our eterna 1 
As we the fatal ſiſters kar cut · —— | 
And, big with life's ſutu = wer | 
Not ev'n Philander ha ſpoke his ſhrovd, 
Nor had he cauſe ; a watning was deny'd: 
How many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe | | 
4 


As ſudden, tho? for years admoniſh's homes 
Of human "ills, the laſt extreme beware, 
Beware, Lotenzo! a 3 death; 

7 
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How dreadful that deliberate ſurprize 
By wiſe to-day ; tis madneſs to defer ; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till u iſcom is puſh'd out of life, 
Procraſtination is the thief of time; 
Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 
Ard to the mercies of s moment leaves 
"The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. 
Tt not fo frequent, would not this be ſtrange ? 
That '' tis fo frequent, this is ſtranger ſtill. 
Of man's miracuicus miſtakes, this bears 
The palm, That all men are about to live, 
For ever on the brink ot being born. 
All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They ene day ſhall not drivel ; and their pride 
On this reverſion takes up ready praiſe z 
At leaſt their own ; their future ſelves applauds 
How excellent that life they ne er wilt lead! 
Time lodg'd in their own hands is folly's vails ; 
That lodg'd in fate's to wiſdom they confign ; 
The thing they can't but purpoſe, they poſtpone? 
*Tis not in folly, not to ſcorn & fool; 
And ſcarce in human wiſdom to do more. 
All promiſe is poordilatory man, 
And that thro' ev'ry ſtage : when young, indted, 
In full cobtent we, ſometimes, hobly reſt, 
U n-«nxious for ourleives ; and only wiſh, 
As dutions ſons, our fathers were more wiley 
At tbirty man ſuſpects him ſelf a tool . 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan; 
At fitty chides his infamous delay, 
Puſhe+ his prudent purpoſe to reſolve ; 
In all the magnanimity of thooght 
Reſolves ; and re- reſolves then dies the ſame.” 
And why ? becanſe he thinks himſelf im- 
1 mortal. a 
All en think all men mortal, but themſelves ; 
I bemfclves, when ſome alatming ſhock of fate 
Suikes thro" their wounded hearts | 
dread „ 
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But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 

_ where paſt the ſhaft no trace is 
ound, 

As from the wing no ſcar the ſky retains z 

The parted wave no furrow from the keel; 

So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 

Ev'n with the tender tear which” natute ſheds 

O'er thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 

Can I forget Philander ? that were firange : 

O my full heart!— But ſhould I give it vent, 

The longeſt night, tho' longer far, would fail, 

And the lark liſten to my midnigbtTong. 

The ſprightly lark's fhrill matin wakes the 

morn: . 

Grief*s 8 thorn hard preſſing on wy 

eaſt, 

I ftrive, with wakeful melody, to chear 

The ſullen gloom, ſweet Philomen ! like thee, 

And call the ſtars to liften: ev'ry tar, ' 

Is deaf to mine, enamour d of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain; there are, who thine excel, 

And charm thro” diftant ages: wrapt in ſhade, 

wes of darkneſs | to the filent hours, 

ow often I repeat their rage divine, | 

To lull my griefs, and ſteal my heart from woe! 

I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Dark, tha' not blind, like thee, Maonides ! | 

Or, Milton! thee; ah 1 could I reach your 
train ! 

Or His, who made Maeonides our own. 

Man too he ſung : immortal man I fiog; 

Oft burſts my ſung beyond the bounds at life; 

What now, but immortality, can pleaſe ? 

O bad he preis'd his theme, purſu d the track, 

Which opens out of darkneſs into day l 

© had be mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar'd, where 1 fink, and ſung immortal man 

How had it bleſt mankind; and teſeu'd me | 


NIGHT the SECOND. 


O N 
Time, Death, and F ciendſhip. 
SW 
Yhe RicnT Hox, the 


E ARL of WILMINGTON, 


6a HEN the cock crew, he wept”'— 
Smote by that eye 
Which looks on me, on all: that pow'r, who 


bids 
This midnight centinel, with clarion ſhrill, 
(Dahlem of that which ſtall awake the di ad, | 


heav'n, 
$holl I too weep? where then is fortitude ? 
And, fortitude abandon'd, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he ſees the light: 
He chat is born, is liſted ; life is war ; 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears it beſt, 
Deſerves it leaſt On other themes III dweM. 
Latenzo? let me turn my thoughts on thee, 
And thine, on themes may profit ; profit there, 
Where moſt thy need. Themes, too, the genuine 


growth 
Of dear Philander's duſt. He, thus, tho” dead, 
Mey ſtili beſtiend Wat theme: Time's won 


drovs price, 
Death, friendſhip, ond Philander's final ſcene. 
90 could | touch theſe themes, 45 might obtain, 


Roule fouls from ſlumber, into thoughts of 
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Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite diſeugag d, 
The good deed would delight me z half · impreſi 
On my dark clond an lris, and from grief 
Call glory —oſt thou mourn Philander*s fate? 
I know thou ſay'ſt it: Says thy life the fame? 
He mount tbe dead, who lives as they defire, 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of time 
(O glorious avarice I) thought of death iofpires, 
Az rumour'd robberies endear our gold? 
O time! than gold more ſacred ; more a load 
Than lead, to fools; and fools reputed wiſe. 
What moment granted man without account ? 
What years ane ſquander'd, wiſdom's debt un- 
id ! 
Our wealth in days all due to that diſcharge. 
Haſte, haſſe, he lies in wait, he's at the Coor, 
Infidious death ! ſhould his ſirong hand arreſt, 
No compoſition ſets the pris net free, 
Eternity's inexorable chain 
Faſt binds; and vengeance claims the full arrear, 
How late I ſhudder'd on the brink ! how late 
Life call'd for her laft refuge in deſpair ! 
That time is mine, O Mead ! to thee I owe; 
Fin would I pay thee with eternity. 
Nut ill my genius anſwers my defire ; 
My ſickly ſong is mortal, paſt thy cure. 
Accept the will ;—that dies not with my firain, 
For what calls thy diſeaſe, Lorenzo ? not 
For Efculapian, but for moral aid. | 
Thau think ' it folly to be wiſe too ſoon. 
— not rich . „ be poor 3 
art with it as with m „ fparing ; pay 
No moment but in — of HT 8 
And __ is worth, aſk death-beds; they can 
d 
Part wi it as with life ; reluctant; big 
Wich holy hope of nobler time to come; 
Time higher-aim'd, ſtill nearer the great mark. 
Gf men and angels ; virtue more diving» 
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Is this our duty, wiſdom, glory, gain ? 


(Theſe heav'n benign in vital unions binds) 


And ſport we like the natives of the bough, 
W hen vernal ſuns inſpire ? amuſement rei 
Man's great demand; to trifle is to live: 
And is it then a trifle, too, to die? 

Thou ſay ſt I preach, Lorenzo! tis conſeſt. 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 
Who wants amuſement in the flame of battle ? 
Is it not treaſou to the ſoul immorral, 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 

Will toys amuſe when med' cines cannot cure? 
Wen ſpirits ebb, when life's enchanting ſcenes 
Their luftre loſe, and leſſen in our fight, 

As lands and cities with their glit' ring ſpires, 
To the poor ſhatter d bark, by ſudden ftorm 
Thrown off to ſea, and foon to periſh there ; 
Will roys amuſe ? no: thrones will then be tcys, 
And earth and ſkies ſeem duſt upon the ſcale. 

Redeem we time ?—Its loſs we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high priz'd ſports ? 
He pleads time's num'rous blanks; he loudly 


The ftraw-like trifles on life's common ſtream. 


From whom thole blanks and trifles, but from 


thee ? 3 
No blank, no trifle, nature made or meant. 
Virtue, or purpos d virtue, ſtill be thine ; 
This canceb thy complaint at once; this lea ves 
Ia act no trifle, and no blank in time. 
This greatens, fills, immortalizes all ; 
This, the bleſt art of turning all to gold: 
This, the good heart's prerogative to raiſe 
A royal tribute from the pooreſt hours; 
Immenſe revenne ! ev*ry moment pays. 
If nothing more than purpoſe in thy pow'r ; 
Thy purpoſe firm, is equal to the deed: 
Who does the beft his circumſtance allows, 
Does well, acts nobly ; angels could no more. 


EF-! 
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Our outward act, indeed, admits reſtraint : 


19 
"Tis not in things oer thought to domincer ; | 


Guard well thy thought ; our thoughts are beard * | 
in heav'n. - | | 

On all-important time, thro' ev*ry age, * 
Tho' much, and warm, the wiſe have wrg*1; the 


man 
Is yet unborne, whoduly weighs 2n boue® 
Tee loſt a day” — The prince who nobly cry'd, 
Had been an emperor without his crow. 
Ot Rome ? ſay, rather, lord of human race: 
He ſpoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So ſhould all ſpeak : fo reaſon ſpeaks in all 3 
From the foft whiſpers of that Cod in wan, 
Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, 
For reſcue from the bleſſings we potlc(+ ? 
Time, the ſupreme Time is eternity 3 
Pregnant with all eternity can give ; 
Pregnant with all that makes atchaugels ſmile, 
Who murders time, he cruſhes in the birth 
A pow'r ethereal, only not ad>r'd. 

Ah! how unjuſt to nature, and himſolt, 
Is thoughtleſs, thankleis, inconſiſtent men! 
Like children babbling nonſenſe in their ſp tu, 
We cenſure nature for a ſpan too ſhort ; 
That ſpan too ſhort, we tax as tedious too; 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 
To laſh the ling'ring moments into ſpee, 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourſelves, 
Art, brainleſs art ! our furious charioteer, 
(For nature's voice unſtifled would recal) 
Drives headlong tow'rds the precip ce of death; 
Death, moſt our dread ; death thus more drea iful 

made; 

O what a riddle of abſurdity | 
Leiſure is pain; takes uff our chariot-wheels; 
How heavily we drag the load of lite |! 
B leſt leiſure is our curſe ; like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander; wander earth aruund 
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To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groan'd 

The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour 

We cry for mercy to the next amuſement; 

The next amuſement ! mortgages our fields 

Slight inconvenience ! priſong hardly frown, 

From hatefyl time if priſons ſet us free. 

Vet when dBath kindly tenders us relief, 

We call him crn*-! ; years to moments ſliri 

Ages to years. The teleſcope is turn'd, 

To man's f. Iſe optics (from his folly falſe) 

T ime, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 

And ſeems to creep decrepit with his age: 

Pchold hiqa, when paſt by z what then is ſeen, 

But his brovd pinions ſwitter than the winds ? 

And all manking, in congradiftion ſtrong, 

Rueſul, aghaſt! ery out on his career. | 
Leave to thy foes theſe errors, and theſe ills ; 

To nature juſt, their cauſe and cure explore. 

Not ſhort beav*n's bounty, boundleſs our expence 

No niggard, naturez men are prodigals. 


We waſte (not uſe) our time; we breathe, not 


live. 
Time walted is exiſrence, us'd is life. 
Ang bare exiſtence, man, to live ordain'd, 
Wrings, and oppreſſes with en maus weight. 


And why? fiace time ' was giv'n for uſe, not 


waſte. 
Injoinid to fly; with t-mpeſt, tide, and ſtars, 
To keep his ſpeed, nor ever wait for man ; 


Time's uſe was duom' d a pleaſure j waſte, a pain; 


That man might feel his error, it unſeen: 
And, feeling, fly to labour fos his cure; 
Not, biund'ting, ſplit op idlenefs for eaſe. 


Life's cares are comfortsz ſuch by heav'n defign's 
He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 


C 1-5 are emp'oyment*; and without employ 
The foul is on the rock ; the rack of reſt, 
To ſouls nwit atverſe ; action all their joy. 


ab td 
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Here, then, the riddle, mark d above, unfolds; 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool, 
We rave, we reſtle, with great gatyre's plan ; 
We thwart the Deity 3 and tis decreed, | 
Who thwart his will ſhall contradict their own. 
Hence our unnat'ral quarrel with ourſelves ; 

Our thoughts at enmity, our baſom · broil; 

We puth time from us, and we wiſh him back; 

Laviſh of luſtrums, and yet fund of life ; 

Life * Jong, and ſhort ; death feck, and 
unz | 

Body and foul, Mee peeviſh man and wiſe, 

United jar, and yet are Jeath to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here, 
How tailcleſs! and how terrible when gone 
— ne'er go; when paſt, they haunt us 

ill 
The ſpirit walls of ev ry day deceas'd ; 
And ſmiles an angel, & A tury frowns., 
Nor death, nor life delight us. If time paſt, 
And time poſſeſt, both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 
That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, 
Time us d. The man who conſecrates his hour 
By vig'rous effort, and an honeſt aim, 
At once he draws the fling of life and death; 
He walks with nature; and ber paths are peace. 

Our error's cauſe and cure are ſeen : ſee next 
Time's nature, origin, importance, ſpeed ; 

And thy great gain from urging his career. 

All-fenſual man, becauſe untouch d, unſeen, 

He looks on time as nothing. Nothing elſe 

Is truly man's ; tis fortunes. — Time's a God. 

Haſt thou ne'er heard of time's omanipotence ? 

For, or againft, what wonders can he do! 

And will: to ſtand blank neuter he diſdains, 

Not on — terms was time (heav'n's ſtranger 1) 
ent 

On his important embaſſy to man. 

Lorenzo | no: on the long · deſtinꝰd hour, 
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From everlaſting age growing ripe, 

That memorable hour of wondrous birth, 

When the dread Sire, on emanation bent, 

Am big with nature, rifing in his might, 

Call'd forth creation (for then time was born,) 

By godhead ſtreaming thro* a thouſand worlds 

Not on thoſe texms, from the great days of heav'n, 

From old eternity myſterious orb, 

Was time cut off, and caſt beneath the ſkies; 

The ſkies, which watch him in his new aboge, 

Mes ſoring his motions by revolving ſpheres ; 

That horolodge machinery divine. 

Hours, days, and months, and years, his childron 
Y 


* 

Like num' rous wings, around him as he flies; 
Or, rather, as unequal plumes they ſhape 
Hi ample pinions, ſwift as darted flame, 
To gain his goal, to reach his ancicat reſt, 
And join anew eternity his fire ; 
In his igamutability to neſt, 
, When worlds, that count his circles now, unhing d 
(Fate the loud ſigns] ſonnding) headiong ruſh 
To timeleſs night and chaos, whence they roſe, 

Why ſpur the ſpeedy ? why with levities 
New- wing thy ſhort, ſhort day's too rapid flight? 
Know'fſt thou, or what thou doſt, or w hat is done? 
Man flies from time, and time from man, too ſoon 
Ja fad devorce this double flight muſt end; 
And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then 
Thy ſports ? thy pomps ?—1 grant thee, in a ſtate 
Not unambitious ; in the tufflad ſhroud, 
Thy P:rian tombs's triumphant arch beneath, 
Has death his topperies? then well may life 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow ſhine, 
Ye well-array'd ! ye liliies of our land 
Te ſihies male l who neither toil, nor ſpin, 
(As fiiter hllies might) if not fo wiſe 
As Solomon, mare ſumpt'ou: to the fight ! 
Ye delicate! who nothing can ſupport, 


Night II. The COMPLAINT, 23 

Yourſelves moſt inſupportable ! for whom 

The winter roſe muſt blow, the ſun put on 

A brighter beam in Leo, filky ſoft 

Favonius breath ſt: I! ſofter, or be chid, 

Aad other worlds ſend odours, ſauce and ſong, | 

And robes, and notions, fram'd in foreign loomy! 

8 ye Lorenzos of our age ! who deem N 

ne moment unamus d, a miſery 

Not made for feeble man ! w call a loud | 

For ev'ry bawble, drivell'd o'er by ſenſe, » 

For rattles, and conceits of ev ry caſt, 

For change of follies, and relays of joy, 1 

To drag your patient through the t- dious length | 

Of a ſhort winter's dﬀay—lay, ſages fay ! | 

Wit's oracles ; ſuy, dre.mers of gay dreams; 

How will you weather an eternal night, 

Where ſuch exp-dients fail? | 

| 

| 1 


* 


O treach*rous conſcience! while ſhe ſeems te } 
ſleep 

On roſe and myrtle, lull'd with Syren ſong; 
While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to droy 
On headlong appetite the Nacken'd rein, 7 
And give us up to licence, unrecall'd, | 
Unmark'd ;—See, from behind her ſecret ſtand, 
The (ly informer minutes ev'ry fault, 
And her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the groſs act alone employs her pen; 
She reconnoitres fancy's airy band, 
A watchful foe ! the formidable ſpy, 
Liſt'ning, o'er hears the.whiſpers of our camp: 
Our dawning purpoſes ot heart explores, 
And ſteals cur embryos of iniquity, 
AS ail- rapacious uſurers conceal 
Their doomſday - book trom all conſuming heirs z 
Thus, with indulgence moſt fevere, ſhe treats” 
Us ſpendthrifts of incſtimable t' me; 
Unnoted, notes each moment miſapply'd; 
In leaves more durable than leaves of braſs, 
Writes ouz whole biltory ; which death ſhall re 
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In ev'ry pale delinquent's private ear; 
And judytnent publiſh : publiſh to more worles 
Than this; and endleſs age in groans re ſound. 
Lorenz", ſuch that fleeper in thy breaſt ! 

ch is her ſlumber; and her vengeance ſuch 
ſlighted ccunſel ; ſuch thy future peace! 
And think*ſt thou ſtill thou canſt be wiſe too ſoon? 

But why on time ſo laviſh is my ſong ? 

On this great theme kind nature keeps a ſchoo), 
To tech her ſans herſclf. Each night we die, 
Each morn are born anew : cach day, a life ! 
And ſhall we Kill each day ? if triffing kills, | 
Sure vice muſt butcher. O what heaps of ſlain 
Cry out for vengeance on us ! time deſtroy'd 
Is ſulc!d2, where more than blood js ſpilt. 
Time flics, deoth urges, Knells call, heav'n invites, 
Hell thiratens t all exerts; in effort, all; | 
NMure than creation labours! —Labours more? 
And is there in creation, what, amidſt 

"his turmu!t univerſal, wing'd diſyatch, 

nd »rdent energy, ſupinely yawns ?— 
Man ſ.erps; and man alon.; and man, whoſe fate, 
F. ce, incverſible, intire, erte » 8 . 
Mridicfs, hair-hung, bret ze ſhaken, o'er the gulph 
A mon ent tre mb es; drops! and man, for whom 
All elie is in am! man, the ſole cauſe 
H ih s ſhrrougdi g ſtorm ! and yet he ſleeps, 
As the ſ eim teck id to teſt.— Throw years away? 
Trou 2 and be blameleſs, Moments 

e 23; 
Heaiv'n's on their wing: a moment we my wiſh, 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid day 
o | rod 

DA hin? Jrive beck his car, and reimport 
The period paſt. regive the piven hour. 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want; 
Loren2a—U for days ty come 
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That more than miratle the gods indulge ; 
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Such is the language of the man awake; 
His ardour ſuch, for what oppreſics thee, 
And is his ardovr vain, Lorenzo? no; 


To day is yeſterday retutn'd ; return'd 
Full- pow'r'd to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 
Aud reinſta te us on the rock of peace, | 
Let it not ſhare its predeceſſor's fate; 
= like its elder fitters, die a fool. 

all it evaporate in fume? fly off 
Fuliginous, and ſtaip us deeper till ? 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour d? 
More wretched for the elemencies of heay'n? 

W here hall 1 find bim? angels! tell me where, 
You know him; Be is near you : point him out: 
Shall 1 {-e glories beaming from his brow? 
Or trace his footſteps by the riſing flow'rs ? 
Your golden wings, now hov'ring o'er him, ſhed 
Protection; now, arewaving in applauſe 
To that bleft ſon of foreſight ! lord of fate! 
That awful i ndent on to morrow |! 
Whoſe work is done; who triümphs in the paft ; 
Whoſe yeſterdays look backward with a ſmile; 
Nor, like the Parthians, wound him as they fly ; 
WV hat common, but — lot! paſt hours, 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 
If fo'ly buunds our proſpect by the grave, 
All feelings of tuturity benum'd; 
All zod like paſſion tor eternals quench' d; 
All relifty of realtiesexp re; 
Renounc'd all correſpondents with the ſkies ; 
Our freedom chain's ; quite wingleſs our defice 5 
In ſeal: dark-prifon'd all that ought to foxr 3 © 
Prone to the centre ; crawling in the duſt 3 
Diſmounted ev'ry great and glurious aim 3 
Embruted ev'ry faculty divine; 

eart · bury d iu the rubbiſh of the world; 
The world, that gulph of fouls, immortal fauls, 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'e with fire 
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To reach the diſtant ſkies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which ſhall not mourn their maſters 
chang'd ; 
Tho' we from earth; ethereal, they that fell. 
Such veneration due, O man! to man. 
Who venerate themſelves, the world deſpiſe. 
For what, gay friend! is th's eſcutcheon'd world, 
Which hangs out death in one eternal night? 
A night, that glooms us in the noon tide ray, 
And wraps our thought at banquets, in the 
ſhroud. 
Life's little tage is a ſmall eminence, 
Inch high the grave above z that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude 53 we gaze around; 
We read their monuments ; we figh ; and while 
We figh, we fink ; and are what we deplor'd ; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! 
Is death at diſtance! no: he has been on thee ; 
And giv*n ſure earneſt of his final blow. 
Thoſe hours, which lately ſmil'd, where are they 
now ? 
Pallid to thought, and ghaſtly! drown's, all 
drown'd 
In that great deep, which nothing diſembogues ! 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall renown ; 
The reſt are the un wing: how fleet their flight 
Already has the fatal train took fire ; 
A moment, and the world's blown up to thee ; 
The ſun is darkneſs, and the ftars are duft. 
"Tis greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; 
And aſk them, what report they bore to heav'n; 


And how they might have borne moze welcome 
news, 


Their anſwers form what men experience call ; 

If wiſdom's friend, her bett ; it not, worſt foe, 

O reconcile them ! kind experience cries, 

There's nothing here, but what as nothing 
weighs ; 

* The more our joy, the mare we know it vain ; 
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© And by ſucceſs are tutor d to deſpair,” 
Nor is it only thus, but muſt be fo. 
Who knows not this, tho” grey, is ſtill a child. 
Looſe then from earth the graip of fond deſtre, 
Weigh anchor, and ſome happier clime explore. 
Art thou ſo moor'd thou eanſt not diſengage, 
Nor give thy/theughts a ply to turute ſcene? 
Since, by life's patling breath, blown up from 
þ- earth, 
Light, as the ſummer's duſt, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again: 
Join the dull maſs, increaſe the trodden foil, 
And ſleep till earth herſelf ſhall be no more; 
Since then (as emets, their ſmall world o'er 
throw) 
We, ſore-amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl], 
And riſe to fate extreme of foul or fair, 
As man's own choice (controuler of the ſkies !) 
As man's deſpotic will, perhaps one hour, 
(O how omnipotent is time !) decrees ; 
Should not each warning give a ſtrong alarm? 1 
Warning, far leſs than that of boſom torn 
From boſom, bleeding o'er the facred dead! 
Should not each dial ſtrike us as we paſs, 
Portentous, as the written wall, which ſtruck, 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud Aſſyrian pale, 
Ere-while high-fluſh'd with inſfolence and wine? 
Like that, the dial ſpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo! loth to break thy banquet up: 
0 man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; 
© And, while it latts, is emptier than my ſhade.” 
It's filent language ſuch : nor need thou call 
Thy magi, to decypher what it means. 
Know, like the Medean, fate is in thy walls: 
Doſt aſk, how? whence ? Belſhazzar like, amaz d! 
Man's make incloſes the fuce ſer ds of death; 
Life feeds the murderer : ingrate ! he thrives 
on her owa meal, and then his nurſe devourts 
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But here, Loreneo, the deluſions lies; 
That folar ſhadow, as it meaſures life, 
It life reſembles too: life ſyeeds away 
From point to point, tho' ſeeming to ſtand ſtill. 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth: | 
Too ſubtle is the movement to be leen; 
= 3 he hour is ap, and we are gone. 
arnings point out our danger; gnomons, time 

As theſe are uſeleſs when the ſun is ſet; 
; $0 thoſe, but when more glorious reaſon ſhincs, 
Reaſon ſhould judge in all ; in reaſon's eye, 
That ſedentary ſhadow travels hard. 
E ſuch our gravitation to the wrong, 

o prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 
4 with the wiſe, than he's aware; 
A Wilmington goes ſlower than the fun : 
And all man{ind miſtake their time of day; 
Ev'n age itſelf. Freſh hopes are hourly ſown 
In furrow'd brows. So gentle life's deſcent, 
We ſhut our eyes, and think it is a plain, 
We take fair days in winter, for the ſpring ; 

And turn our bleſſings into bane, Since oft 
Man muſt compute that age he cannot feel, 

He ſcarce believes be's older for his years. 

Thus, at life's lateſt eve, we keep in ſtore 

One djſappoingment ſure, to crown the reſt ; 

'T he diſappointment of a promis'd hour. 

On this, or fimilar Philander ! thou 

Whoſe ming was moral, 2s the preacher's tongue 
And ſtrong, to wield all ſcience, worth the name 
How often we talk dq down the ſummer's fun, 
And cool'd our paſſions by the breezy ſtream 
Mow often thaw d and ſhorten d winter's eve, 
Ry conflict kind, chat ſtruck out latent truth. 
Beſt found, fo ſought ; to the recluſe more coy ; 
Thoughts diſentangle, paſſing o'r the lip; 
Clean runs the thread; if not, tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tic up nonſenſe for a ſong ; 
Song, faſhionably fruitleſs; ſuch as ſtains 


Night 1 


— 3 —̃ — 


| — coin d in word, we know its real worth, 
If fierl 
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The fancy, and unhallow d paſſion fires ; 
Chiming her ſaints to Cytheres s fane. 
Know'ſt thou Lorenzo! what a friend contains; 
As bees mix'd nectar draw from fragrant flow'rs, 
So men from friendſhip, wiſdom and delight ; 
Twins ty'g by nature; if they part, they die. 
Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abyoach ? 
Good ſenſe will ftagnate, Thoughts ſhat op, 
want air, ; : 
And ſpoil, like bales unopen d to the ſun · 
Had thought been all, ſweet ſpeech had been 
deny'd; 
Speech, thoughts canal! ſpeech, thought's crite- 
rion too ! 
I = the mine, may come forth gold og 
oſs; | 


ing, ſtore it for thy future uſe ; 

*T will buy the henefit ; perhaps recown. 

Thought too, deliver'd is the more poſſett ; 

Teaching, we learn; and, giving, we retain 

The births of intelle&t ; when dumb, forgot. 

Speech ventilates our intellectual fire. 

Speech burniſhes our mental magazine ; 
rightens, for ornament, and whet, for uſe, 
Vhat numbers, ſheath d in erudition, lie 

Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 

And ruſted z who might have borne an edge, 

Ard piay'd a ſprightly beam, if born to ſpeech ! 

If born bleſt heirs to half their mother's tongue 

*Tis thought's exchange, which like th' alternate 


Of DW. + conflicting, brealcs the learned ſcum, 

And defecates the ſtudent's ſtanding pool. 
Incontemplation is his proud reſource ? 

Tis pax, as proud, by converſe unfuftain'd. 

Rude thoughts runs wild in contemplation's field; 

Converſe, the managę, breaics ip to the hit 

Of dye reftraint ; and emwulatiog's ſpur 
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Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 
"Tis converte qualifies for ſolitude ; 
As exerciſe for ſalutary reſt, 
By, that untutor'd, comtemplation raves ; 
And nature's fool, by wiſdom is outdone, 
Wiſdom, tho' richer than Peruvian mines, 
And ſweeter than the ſweet ambroſial hive, 
What is ſhe, but the means of happineſs ? 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool; 
A melancholy fool, without her bells. 
Friendſhip, the means of wiſdom, richly gives 
The precious end, which makes our wiſdom 
wiſe, 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, 
Denies, or Ramps, an undivided jay, 
ox is an import; joy is an exchange; 
{ flies monopoliſts : it calls for two; 
Rich. fruit! heav'n planted! never pluck'd by 
one, | 
Needful zuxiliars are our friends, to give 
To ſocial man true reliſh of himſelt. 
Full on ourſelves deſcending in a line 
Pleafure's. bright beam, is feeble in delight: 
Delight intenſe, is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated pleaſures fire the breaſt. 
Celeſtial happineſs, whene'er ſhe ſtoops 
To viſit earth, ore ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 
And one alone, to make her ſweet amends 
For abſent heay*n—the boſom of a friend; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſoft, 
Exch other'spillow to repoſe divine. 
Beware the counterſeit: in paſion's flame 
Hearts melt; but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze. 
True love itrikes root in reaſon ; paſſions foe : 
Virtue alone entenders us for lite : 
I wrong her much—entenders us for ever: 
Of friendfhip's faireſt fruits, the fruit molt fair 
Is virtue kindling at a rival fire, 


And emulouſly, rapid in her races 
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O the ſoft enmity ! endearing ſtriſe! 

This carries friendſhip to her noon-tide point, 

And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From friendſhip, which vutlives my former 
themes, 

Glorious ſarvivor of old time, and death 

From friendſhip, thus, that flow'r of heav'aly 

ſeed, F 

The wiſe extract earth's moſt Hyblean bliſs, 

Superior wiſdom, crown'd with ſmiling joy- 

But for whom blofſoms this Elyfian flow'r ? 
Abroad they find, who cheriſh it at home, 
Lorenzo! pardoo what my love extorts, 

An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown. 

Tho choice of follies faſten on the great, 

None clings more obſtinate, than fancy fond; 

That facred friendſhip is their eaſy prey; 

Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 

Or faſcination of a high-born ſmile. 

Their ſmiles, the great, and the coquet throw out 

For other hearts, tenacious of their own ; 

And we no leſs of ours, when fuch the bait. 

Ye fortune s cofferers! ye pow'rs of wealth! 

You do your rent-rolls moſt felonioug wrong, 

By taking our attachment to yourſelves. 

Can gold gain friendſhip ? impudence of hope ! 

As well mere man an angel might beget. 

Love, and love bnly, is the loan for love. 

Lorenzo! pride repreſs ; nor hope to find 

A Friend, but what has found a friend in thee. 

All like the purchaſe ; few the price will pay 3 

And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 
What if (fince daring on ſo nice a theme) 

I ſhew the friendſhip delicate, as dear. 

Of tender violations apt to die ? 

Reſerve will wound it; and diſtruſt, deſtroy. 

Deliberate on all things with thy friend. 

But ſince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bow, 

Nor ev ty friend untotten at the core; 
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Firſt, on thy fiend, delid'rate with thyſelf ; 
Pauſe, ponder, ſift ; not eager in the choice, 
Nor jealous of the choſen ; fixine, fi; 
ſudye before friendſhip, then cor de till death. 
Wall, for thy friend ; but nobler far, for thee x 
How gallant danger for carth's higheſt prize! 
A friend is worth all hazard we can run. 
„ Poor is the friendleſs maſter of a-world ; 
«© A world in puichaſe for a friend is gain.”" 

So ſung be (angels hear that angel ſing 
Angels from friendſhip gather half their joy) 
So ſung Philander, as his friend went round 
In the rich ichor, in the gen'rous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple God of joyous wit, 
A brow ſolute, and ever - laughing eye · 
He drank long health, and virtue to his friend; 
= who warm'd him more, who more 

inſpir'd, 

Fgendſhip's the wine of life ; but friendſhip new 
(Not ſuch was his) is neither ſlrong, nor pure. 
O! for the bright complexios, cordial warmth, 
And elevating ſpirit, of a friend, 
For twenty ſummers rip'ning by my fide ; 
All feculence of falſhood long thrown down; 
All ſocial virtues riding in his foul x 
As cryftal clear 3 and ſmiling, 28 they riſe! 
Here nectar flows ; it ſpack les in our fight ; 
Rich to the taſte, and genuine from the heart. 
High- davour d bliſs for gods | on each bow rate 
On earth how loft !--- Philander is no more, 

Thinks thou the therpe intoxicates my ſong ? 
Am I too warm? tuo warm I cannot be. 
I lov'd him much; but now I love him more. 
Like birds, whoſe beauties languiſh, balfconceal'd, 
Till, mounted on the wing, their gloſſy plumes 
Expanded ſhine with azure, green, and gold; 
How Neſſimas brighten as they take their flight | 
His flieht Philander took ; his upward flight, 
If ever ſoul aſcended, Ead ne ropt, Ms > 
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(That eagle genious !) O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew | Iz then, had wrote, 
What friends might flatter 3 prudent foes turbear ; 
Rivals ſcarce damn ; and Zoilus teprieve, 
Yet what I can, I muſt: it were profaut 
To quench a glory lighted at the ſkies, 
And caft in ſhadows his illuſtrious clole. | 
Strange! theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime; 
Momentous inoft to man, ſhould ſleep unſung ! 
And yet it ſleeps, by genius unawak d, | 
Pe inim or chriſtian ; to the bluth of wit. | 
Man's higheft triumph! man's profoundeſt fall! 
The death-bed of the juſt | is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand: it merits a divine : 
Angels ſhould paint it, angels ever there 3 
There, on a poſt of honour, and of joy. 

Dare I preſume, then? but Philander bids; 
And glory tempts, and inclination call 
Yet am I ſtruck z as truck the foul, beneath 
Aereal groves” impenetrable gloom 
Or, in tome mighty ruin's ſolemn ſhade ; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born duſt; 
In vaultsz thin courts of poor unflatter d kingsl 
Or, at the midnight altar's hallow d flame. 
It is religion to pruceed : I paufe—— 
And enter, aw'e, the temple of my theme 
It is his death bed? no: it is his fhrine : 
B-hold him, there, jutt rifing to a god. 

The chamber where the good man theets his fates 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk ; 
Of virtuous lite, quite in the verge of heaven. 
Ely, ye profane ! if not, draw near with awe, 
Receive the bleſſing, and adore the chance, 
That threw in this Betheſda your diſeaſe ; 
If unreftor's by this, deſpait your cure. 
For, here, reſiſtleſi demonſtra tion dwells ; 
A death-bed*s a detector of the heart. 
Here tir d diſſimulation drops her maſk, 
Thro' Ius grimace, oy miſtreſs of this ſcent l 
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Night II. 
Here real, and apparent, are the ſame, 
You ſee the man; you fee his hold on heav'n; 
If ſound his virtue; as Philander's, ſound. 
Heav'n waits not the laſt moment ; owns her friends 
On this fide death; and points them out to men; 
A lecture, filent, but of for*reign power! 
To vice, confuſion; and to virtue, peace. 
Whatever farce the boaſſful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has majeſty in death ; 
And greater ſlill, the more the tyrant frowns, 
Philander ! be ſeverely frown'd on thee. 
« No warning giv'n! unceremonious tate 
t A ſudden ruth from life's meridian joys ! 
« A wrench from all we love f from all we are! 
«« A reſtleſs bed of pain! a plunge opaque 
«© Beyond conjecture ! feeble nature's dread! - 
1 Strong reaſon's ſhudder at the dark unknown 
«« A ſun extinguiſh d ! a juſt opening grave 
% And oh ! the laft, laſt; what(can words expreſs ? 
«© Thought reach ?) the laſt, laſt—filence of a 
friend! 
Where are thoſe horrors, that amazement, where, 
This hideous group of ills, which ſingly ſhock, 
Demand from man? -I thought him man till now. 
T heo? nature's wreck, thro* vanquiſh'd agonies, 
(Like the ftars ſtruggling thro? this midnight gloom) 
W hat gleams of joy ? what more than human 
peace ? 
Where, the frail mortal ? the poor abje& worm 
No, not in death, the mortal to be found. 
His conduct is a legacy for all. 
Richer than Mammon's for his fingle heir, 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin, 
With unreluctant grandeur, gives; not yields 
His foul fublime z and cloſes with his fate. 
How our hearts burnt within us at the ſcene ! 
Wheace, this brave bound o'er limits fix to man? 
His God ſuſtains him in his final hour } 
His fifal hour brings glory to his G4! 
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Man's glory heav'n vouchſafes to call her own, 

We gaze; we weep; mixt tears of grief and joy! 

Amazement ſtrikes! devotion burſts to flame 
Chriftians adore ! and infidels belic ve. 

A4 As ſome tall tow'r or lofty mountains brow, 

D. tains the ſun, illuſtrious from its height; 

W hile rifing vapours, ard deſcending ſhages, 

With dampe, and darkneſs, drown the ſpacious 

vale: | 

Undamp'd by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, 

Philander, thus, auguſtly rears his head, 

At that black hour, which gen'ral horrors ſheds 

On the low level of th” inglorious throng : 

Sweet peace, and heav'nly hope, and humble joy, 

Livinely beam on hisexalted ſoul ; 

Deftruction gild, and crown him for the ſkies, 

With incommunicable luſtre, bright. : 
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Then neare 


NIGHT the THIRD: 


NARCISS A. 
Humbly inſctibed to her Ga acs 
The DUCHESss of . 


Ionoſtenda quidem, ſcirent fi i 
Manes. * InGe 


OM dreams, whete thought in fancy's tnaze 
runs mad, | 
nee more I wake ; and at the deſtin d hour, 
nctual as lovers to the moment fworn, , 
keep my aſſignation with my woe. 
O! loſt to virtue, loſt to manly thought, 
1 to the noble ſallies, of the ſoul ! 
Who think it ſolitude to be alone. 
munion ſweet | communion large, and bigh | 
—_ _— angel, and our god ! 
theſe, when others moſt remote ; 
And all, ete long, hall be remote, but theſe. 
How dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 
A ftranger ! unacknowledged ! unapprov'd! 
Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy 
To win thy wiſh, creation has no mote. [breaci ; 
Or, if we wiſh a oh; it is a friend — 
But friends, how mortal! dang'rous the deſire. 
Take Phebus to yourſelves, .ye baſking bards ! 
ate at fair fortune's fountain-head ; 
And reeling thro' the wilderneſs of joy; 


Where ſenſe runs ſavage, broke from reaſon'schain; 


And fings falſe peace, till ſmother'd by the pall. 
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Night 1 The COMPLAINT, 


My fortune isunlike ; unlike my ſong ; 
Unlike the deity my ſong invokes. 
I to day's ſoft ey'd fiſter pay my court, 
( Endymion's rival !] and her aid implore 3 
Now firſt implor d in fuccour to the muſe. 

Thou, who didft lately bot row Cyathia s form 
Ard mocettly forego thine own ! O thou 
Who didſt thyſelf, at midnight hours, inſpire | 
Say, why not Cynthia, patroneſs of ſong ? 
As thou her creſcent, ſhe thy character 
Aſſumes; ſtill more a goddeſs by the change. 

Are there demutring wits, who dare diſpute 
This revolution in the world inſpir'd ? 
Ye train P*:zrian ! to the lunar ſphere, 
In filent hour, addreſs your ardent call 
For aid immortal ; leſs her brother's right, 
She, with the ſpheres harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchleſi ſtrain 
A itrain tot god's, deny d to mortal ear, 
Tranſmit it heard, thou ſilver queen of heav'a 
W hat title, ot what name, endears thee moſt, 
Cynthia! Cyllene | Phoebe !—or doſt hear 
With ligher guft, fair P- of the fkies 
Is that the ſoft enchantment calls thee down, 
More puw*rful than of old Circean charm z 
Come; but from heav'aly banquets with thee brin 
Th: foul of Song, and whiſper in my ear. 
Th: theft divine; or in propitious dreams 
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(Fur dreams ate thine) transfuſe it thro? the breaſt 


f thy firſt votary But not thy laſt ; 
If, Ike thy nameſa ke, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be; k ina on fuck a theme 
A the re ſo like thee, a quite lunar theme, 
Tons night; on her fond hopes perpetual night 3 
A night which truck a damp, a deadlier damp, 
Than that which ſmote me from Philander's tomb q 
Narciſſa follows, ere his t:mb is clos d. 
Wees cluſter ; rare axe ſolitary woes ; 


They love à rain, * each ovkar 3 keg] þ 
7 


„ The COMPLAINT. Night 1m. 


Her death invades his meunful right, and claims 
The grie. that ſtarted from my lids for him: 
Seizes the faithleſe, alienated tear, 

Or ſhares it, ere it falls. So frequent death, 
Sorrow, he more than cauſes, he confounds ; 

For human fighs his rival ſtrokes contend, 

And make diſtreſs, Difttraftion. Oh Philander 3 
What was thy fate? a double fate to me; 
Portent, and pain ! a menance, and a blow ! 
Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace! 
Not leſs a bird of omen, than of prey; 
It call'd Narciſſa long before her hour; 
It call'd her tender foul, by break of Bliſs. 
From the firſt bloſſom, from the buds of joy; 
Thoſe few our noxious fate unblaſted leaves 

In this inclement clime of human life. 

Sweet harmoniſt ! and beautiful as ſweet ! 
And young as beautiful! and ſoft as young 
And gay as ſoft! and innocent as gay! 

And happy (if aught happy here) as good ! 

For fortune fond had built her neſt on high. 
Like birds quite exquiſite of note and plume, 

T rcansfix'd by fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the ſummit of the grove ſhe fell, 
And left it ur harmonious ! all its charm 
Extingniſh” in the wonders of her ſong ! 

Her ſong ſtill vibrates in my raviſh'd ear, 

Still melting there and with volumptuous pain 
(O to forget her I) thrilliag thro' my heart 


Song, beauty, youth: love, virtue; joy; this group 


Of bright ideas, flowers of paradiſe, 

As yet unfofteit! in one blaze we bind, 

Kneel, and preſent it to the ſkies ; as all 

We gueſs of Heav'a : And theſe were all her own; 
Aud ihe was mine; and I was—was moſt bleſt 
Gay title of the deepeſt miſery ! | 

As bodies grow more pond' tous robb'd of life ; 
Good loft more weight in grief, than gain'd in joy. 
Like blotiom's trees o'erturn'd by vernal ſtorm, 


. 
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Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay; 


And if in death till lovely, lovelier there; 
Far lovelier! pity ſwells the tide of love. 
And will not the ſevere excuſe 3 figh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is aſham d to weep 1 
Our tears indulg'd indeed deſerve our ſhame, 
Ye that e er loſt an angel ! pity me. 

Soon as the luftre languiſh'd in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human fight ; 
And en her cheek, the refidence of ſpring, 
Pale omen fat ; and ſcatter'd fears around 
On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gaze, 
That once had teen ?) with haſte, parental hafte, 
I flew, I ſnatch'd her from the rigid Notch, 
Her native bed on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the tun ; the ſun 
(As if the ſun could envy) check'd his beam, 
Deny'd his wonted ſuccour, or with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies ! faireft lilies not fo fair. 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields and lead ambrofial lives 3 
In morn and ey'ning dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the ſun ; which gives your cheeks to 


glow, 

And out-bluſh (mine excepted) ev ry fair; 
Vou gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand. 
Which often erop'd your odours, incenſe meet 
To thought ſo pure. Ve lovely fugitives ! 
Co-eval race with man ! for man you ſmile 3 
Why not ſmile at him too? you ſhare indeed 
His ſudden paſs ; but not his conſtant pain. 

So man is made nought miniſters Czlight, 
But what his glowing paſſions can engage 3 
And glowing paſſiom, bent on aught below, 
Mut, ſoon or late, with anguiſh turn the ſcale 3 
And anguiſh, atter rapture, how ſevere ! 
Rapture ? bold men ! who tempts the wrath divine, 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal tafte, 


of 
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eee duty ; coward in my grief! 


- t foft-fuſpended ſtep; and muffled deep 
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eee, preſuming on the rights of heav'n. 5 
8 daft thou call on ev'ty hour, | 4 
rr thy friends expence be wiſe ; Þ 
en earth; "twill pierce thee to the heart; 
eee, at beſt ; but, oft, a ſpear z A 
On its ſharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 9. — 
"Turn hopeleſs thought ! turn from her: thought 
ei rallies, and wales ev'ry woe. [repell'd, — 
*Snatch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy brida} hour; 
d when kind fortune, with thy lover ſmil'd ! (1 
© And when high-favour'd thy freſh op'ning joys ! 
F > 2 — man pronounc'd thy bliſs com- — 
r | 
£ Abd on a foreign ſhore ; where ſtrangers wept; 0 
=. Strangers to thee ; and, more ſurpriſing ſtill, T 
Seangers to kindneſs, wept ; their eyes let fall oY 
„ Jobuman tears; ſtrange tears that trink led down ba 
Prom marble hearts l obdurate tenderneſa! W 
N tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere ; | W 
an ſpite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, ſteel'd ; W 
” While nature melted, ſuperſtition rav'd ; T! 
” © "Thegmettn's the dead; and this deny'd a grave. T1 
| Their fighs incenſt; Gghs foreign to the will! A. 
Their will the tyger ſuck d, outray'd the ſtorm. . 
Por ch the curſt ungodlinets of zeal | | = 
Were Ootul fleſh relented, ſpitit nurſt Tl 
Ia blind jovullibility's embrace, 
q - The Ginted ſpirit petriſyd the breaft ; 
Dea d the charity af duſt, to ſpread 
FF — L charity their dogs enjoy. | 
F Whatould 4 do ? what faceour ? what reſource ? 


Wu pins facrilege a grave I ſtole; 
Meuse piety that grave I wropg'd ; | 


like murderer, than friend, | crept, 


en darkneſs, whiſper'd my laſt figh. 
She's what fhould echo” thro their realms : 
oe unt hey name, whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the 
5 
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Prelumptunus fear ! how durſt I dread her ; whos 
While nature's loudeſt dictates I obey'd? = 
Pardon neceſſity, bleit hade; of grief _ : 
And indignation rival burfts I pour d; * 
Hal f-execration mingled with my pray'r 3 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd ! 
Score g rudy. d the ſavage land her ſacred duft p. 
Stamp'd the curſt ſoil ; and with humanity 
(Deny'd Narciſſa) wiſh'd them all a grave. 
Glows my reſentment into guilt ? what 
Can equal violations of the dead ? 
The dead how ſacred ! ſacred is the duſt + © 
Of this heav*n-labour'd form, ere, divine? 


This heav'n aſſum'd majeſtic robe of earth, 8 


He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt e p 5 N 
With azure bright, and cloath'd the fun ing 7 
When ev'ry paſhon ſleeps that can offend 3 | 


When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive that can * 1 
When man can wreak his rancour uacon 
That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill will; TORE 
Then ſpleen to duſt ? the duſt of innocence Fu” — 
An angel's duſt ! —— This Lucifer rank 1 
When he contended for the patriarch's bane” a 
Tas not the firife of malice, but of pride; 5 
The ſtrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall, . : 

Far leſs than this is ſhocking in a race 
Moſt wretched, but from ſtreams of mutual 15 
And uncreated, but for love divine : ff 

And, but for love divine, this moment, laſt, » * 3 
By fats reſord'd, and iunk in endlef' night... 
Man heard of heart to man ! of horrid things * 
Moſt horrid ! *mid ſtupendous, highly 
Yet of his contefies are ſmoother wrongs 3 8 
Pride brandiſhes the favonrs he conferrs, *- 
And contumelious his humanity : 
W hat then his vengeance ? hear it not, ye Y 
And thou, pale moon; turn paler at the Rad 
Man is to man the foreſt, fureſt ill. wo 
A previous blaſt dieren the niet — 2299 
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be COMPLAINT. Night III. 


O' erwhelming turrets threaten where they fall; 
Volcanos bellow ere they diſembogue; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour 3 
And ſmoke betrays the wide-conſuming fire: 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And ſends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 
Is this the flight of fancy? would it were! 
Hea v'n's fov*reign ſaves all beings but himſelf, 
That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 

Fir'd is the muſe ? and let the muſe be fir'd : 
W ho not inflam'd, when what he ſpeaks, he feels, 
And in the nerve moſt tender, in his friends ? 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes : 
He felt the truths I fing, and I in him, 
But he, nor I, fee] more: paſt ills, Narciſſa 
Are ſunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs 3 
Pangs num rous, as the num'rous ills that ſwarm' d 
O er thy diſtinguiſh'd fate, and, cluſt'ring there 
Thick as the locuſt on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave, 
Reflect (if not forget my touching tale) 
How was each circumſtance with aſpicks arm'd ? 
An aſpick, each; and all, an hydra-woe. 
W hat ſtrong herculean virtue could ſuffice ?— 
Or is it virtue to be conquer d here? 
This hoary cheek a train of tears bede ws; 
And each tear mourns its own diſtinct diſtreſs ; 
And each diſtreſs, diſt inctly mourn'd demands 
Of giefſtill more, as heighten'd by the whole. 
A grief like this proprietors excludes : 
Not friends alone ſuch obſcquics deplore ; 
They make mankind the muurner ; carry ſighs 
Far as the fatal fame can wing her way; 
And turn the gayeſt thought of gayeſt age, 
Down the right channel, thro' the vale of death, 


Where darkneſs, brooding o'er unfiniſh'd fates, 
Mith raven wing incumbent, waits the day 


The yale of death l that huſh'd Cimmerianvale, 
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{Dread day !) that interdicts all futute change! 
That ſubterrancan world, that land of ruin 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought; 
There let my thought expatiate ; and explore 
Balſamic truths, and healing ſent:ments, 

Of all moſt wanted, and moiſt welcome, here. 

For gay Lorenzo's ſake, and for thy own, 

My ſoul ! The fruits of dying fri-nds ſurvey 3 

© Expoſe the vain of life; weigh life and death ; 
© Give death his eulogy ; thy tear ſubdue ; 

© And labour that firſt palm of noble minds, 

© A manly ſcorn for terrur from the tomb.” 

This harveſt reap from my Narciſſa's grave. 
As poets feign'd from Ajax* ſtreuming blood 
Arofe, with grief in{crib'a, a mournfn! flow'r; 
Let wiſdom bloſſom fro my mortal wound. 

And firſt, of dying friends; what frui: tr iu theſe ? 
It brings us more than tripleaid ; «' aid 
To chaſe our thoughtlefineſs, fear, pride, and guilt, 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 
To damp our brainleſs ardours ; and bate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wiſe, 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to {mooth 
Our rugged paſs to death ; co break thoſe bars 
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 
Croſs our obſtructed way; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as fate, our port from ev ry ſtorm. 
Each friend by fate ſnatch'd fro .s, is a plume 
Pluck*'d from the wing of human vanity, 
Which makes ſtoop from our acreal heights, 
And damp'd with omen of our own dr ceile, 
On drooping pinions of ambition lower d, 
guſt ſkim earth's ſurface, ere we break it up, 
Ofer put:1d earth to ſcratch a little Cit, 

And fave the world a nuiſmce. Smitten friends 
Are angels ſent on ertands full of love; 

For us they languiſh, and for us they die: ; 
And thall they laaguiſh ; ſhall they die in vain I 
Ungrateful, Mall we grieve their hov "ring ſha daa 


The COMPLAINT. Night II 


Which mait the revolutions in cur hearts? 

Shall we diſdain their filent ſoft addre; 

Their poſthumous advice, and pious pray't ? 

Senſei:(s, as herds that graze their hallow d graves 

Tiead under-foot their agonies and 2roans ; 

Fruſtrate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths ? 

Lorenzo! no; the thought of death indulge ; 

Gives it wholeſome empire ! let it reign, 

That kind chaſtiſer of thy ſoul in joy 

Its reign will ſpread thy glorious conqueſts far, 

Ard ſtill the tumults of thy ruffled breaſt ; 

Auſpicious æra l golden days b-yin ! 

The thought of death, ſha!!, ce 3 god, inſpire. 

And why not think og 62th ? Is life the theme 

Of ev'ry thought? an wiſh of ev ry hour? 

And ſong of ev'ry joy ? ſurpriſing truth | 

The beaten ſpaniel's fondneis not ſo ſtrange, 

To wave the num*rous ill that ſeize on Life 

As their own property, their lawtul prey; 

Ere man has meifur'd haf h's weary ftage, 

His juxvurics have leit him no referve, 

No maid*;. relics, unbroach'd delights ; 

On cold-ſerv'd repetiti--”5 he ſubſiſts, 

Arn 11 the taſte let pretent chews the paſt 3 

Dit td chews, and ſcarce can ſwallow downs 

Like laeth anceſtors, his cht lier years 

Bay: diſenherited his future hours, 

Which ftarve on orts, ard gleen their former field. 
Live ever here, Lorenzo !— hock ag thought | 

$0 hocking, they who w th, d'fown it tc; 

Pi" trom ſhame, what they frum fol'y craves 

Dise wer inthe womb, nar ſc the light? 

Fer what live ever here f— With lab*ring ſtep 

Jo reader former footiteps ? pace the round 

Et to climb nfs worn, heavy whee!. 

Whin raus up nothing un? to beat, and beat, 

The braten track ? to bid raeh wretched day 

The frier mage to furfeit on the ſame, 

Azz y:wa our joy3z or thauk 2 milery 
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For change, tho” fad ? to ſee what we have 
Hear, till unheard, the ſame old flabber's | 
To taſt- the taft-d, and at each return, . 
Leſs tafteful ? o'er our palates to detant 
Another vintage? ftrain a flatter year, * 
Tt" loaded veifels, and a laxer tone? 
Crazy machines to grind earth's wafted Fart, he. 
L:1-grounded, and worte concacted ! load; rs 
The rational foul kennels ot excess uf 
Still- ſtreaming thorough-fares of dull debauch + 
Trembling each gulp, leaſt death ſhould ſnare 

Such of our fine ones is the wiſh rein og 
So would they ave it: elegant deſice 
Why not invite the bellowing ſtalls, 2 * 
But ſach examples might their riot awes 
Thro' want of virtuc, that is, want oft 3x 
1 on bright thought they father all chats 293 

Lo what are they reduc'd ? to love, and 7 
The ſame vain world; to cenfure, and. 
This painted ſhrew of life, who calls-theam 
Exch moment of each day; ; to flatter bag. 
'Thro' dread of worſe ? to cling to this mus 
Barren to them, of good, and ſharp: wick les. 
And hourly black-n'd with impending s 
And infamous for wrecks of human _ OT "= 
Scar d at the gloomy gviph, that , 
Such. are thy triumphs ! (a;þ cher ig 

"Tis time, high time, to the diſmal 
Thi: hvgg'd ; this hideous! ſtate, W 
Oae only; out that one, what alkane 
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And lerai; h:tens nature's — to 4 
Feliey''t chou this, Logas 1 
A patient ear, thou I n 

A laaguid, leaden tera 8 3 
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The COMPLAINT. Night 1 

Which mait the revolutions in cur hearts? 
Shall we diſdain their ſilent ſoft addrei3; 
Ther poſthumous advice, and pious pray? 
Senſe:-'i, as herds that graz: their haliow'd graves 
T:eac under-foot their agonies and e roans; 
Fru tate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths t 
Lorenzo no; the tho1ght of death indulge ; 
Gives it wh»lelome empire ! let it reign, 
That kind chaſtiſer of thy ſoul in joy ! 
Its reign will ſpread thy vos conqueſts far, 
Ari fill the tumults of thy rufe breaſt; 
Auſpicious æra ! golden days b. uin | 

Th: Hught of death, ſho!!. te 3 god, inſpire. 
And why not think oc &.1't ? Is life the theme 
Ot ev'ry thought ; ' ans iet ev'ry hour? 
And ſong ot ev'ry joy ? turrifing truth ! 

The beaten paniel s fondn»ts not ſo ſtrange, 

To wave the num'rous ii that feize on Life 

As their (wn property, thi ir lawtul prey; 

Fre man has m2 itnr'd hat hs weary ſtage, 
Ilie jvx»v: 103 ha ve ict him no referve, 

No maid-;. 1645, uabrteach'd delights ; 


.''; cald-terv'd ra ne ͤſubſiſts, 

is the taſtt : prelnt cheys the paſt ; 

4 a 1: 1 chew3. des arce Tall {w Now donn. 

1. ½ le rancettors, hsc er years 

Bae dreherited his future haors. 

Wi. '» fra „n Orts, ard Git en the! r former fle Id. 
Live eve hore, Lorenz L Lock wg ta ught! 

85 king, th-y win w 2, down it tus 
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| Tolin.'s fick, nauſeous iteration, change , 


For change, tho” fad ? to ſee what we have ſeen I 
Hear, till unheard, the ſame old fabber's tale 4 
To tafts the taſt , and at eich retnrn 
Leſs taftetul ? o'er gur palates to detant 
Another vintage ? ſtrain a flatter year, 
TI. „' 'oaded veifels, and a laxer tone? | 
Crazy machines to grind earth's wafled fruits! by 
I I-grounded, and worte concoctes |! load, not life 
Ar. rational tou} kennels ot excris ? 

1l-Gream ing therbugh- festes of dull debauch ! > 
's rembling cach gulp, least {eath ſhould ſnarch the 

Such of our fine ones is the wiſh refin'd ! [ bowl, 

So would they have it: elegant defice ! 
Why not invite the bellowing ſtalls, and wilds 

But ſuch examoles might their riot awe, 

Thro' want of virtuc, that is, want of thou 2 
(Tho' on bright thu: ht they father all their Shts) 
T. what are they reduc'd ? to love, and hate, 

T; he ſame vain world; to cenſure, and eſponſe, 

This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them foal 

Exch moment of ea h day; z to flatter bad 

'Clro? dread of worſe ? to cling to this rude r le, 
Barren to them, of gooa, and ſharp with ills, 

Arq nourly bla: k-n'd with impending ſtorms, 

Hand infamous fur wrecks of human hoe | 
Scar'd at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath, = 
Such are thy triumphs ! we their dangs oi j & 

"Tis time, high time, to ſhift the diſmal JA 
Tu hueg'd; this hideous! ſtate, what — 
Oae'!.ly ; out that one, what all may reaca pg » , 
Virtue—the, wonder working goddeſs! cha-ms BI. 0 
That rock ta bloom; and tames the paint — 
Aud what will more ' ſurpriſe, Lorenzo. ! We 


And (crai. htens nature's circle to a liaa 
E-liey*'t chou this, Lorenzo ? lend antes, 
patient ear, thou'It bluſh todiſheliguss » 

A Lazuid, leaden iteration reigns; - © 
4d ever muſt, ofer thoſe, Wh EFT 
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Of fight, ſmell, taſte: the cuckow- ſeaſons fing 
The tame lull note to ſuch as nothing prize, 
But what thoſe ſeaſons from the teeming earth, 
To doating ſenſe indulge. But nobler minds, 
Which reliſh fruits unripen'd by the ſun, 

Make their days various; various as the dyes 

On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 
On minds ot dove-like innocence poſſeſt, | 
On lighten'd minds, that baſk in virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 

In that, for which they long : for which they live, 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope, 
Each rifing morning ſecs itill higher riſe ; 

Each bounteous dawn its novelty preſents 

To worth maturing, new, ſtrength, luſtre, fame; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot- wheel : 
Rolling beneath their elevated aims, 

Makes their fair proſpect fairer ev'ry hour; 
Advancing virtue, in a line to bliſs ; 

Virtae which chriſtian motives belt inſpire ; 

And bliſs, which chriſtian ſchemes alone enſure . 

And ſhall we then, for virtues's fake, commence 
Apoſrates ? and turn infidels for joy? 

A truth it is, few doubt, but tewer truft, 

«6 He fins againſt this life, who lights the next.“ 
hat is this life ? how few their fav'rite know! 
I in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 

tely loving life, we make 


* 590 life unlovely ; hugging her to death. 
= 


ſe give to time eternity's regard; 

Rnd, dreaming, take our pailage for our port. 
ife has no value, as an end, but means; 

An end deplorable | a means divine l 


When tis our all, tis nothing; worſe than noughtz 


A neſt of pains z when held as nothing, much: 
Like ſome fair hum riſts, life is moſt enjoy'd 


When courted leaſt; moſt worth, when diſeſteem'd; 


Then tis the ſeat of comfort, rich in peace j 
In proſpect rieher far ; important ! awful | 


2 | 
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Not to be mention'd, but with ſhouts of praiſe ! 
Not to be thought on, but wjth tides of joy! 
The mighty baſis of eternal bliſs ! 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted ſhrew? 
Where now, Lorenzo ! life's eternal round? 
Have I not made my triple promiſe good ? 
Vain is the world ; but only to the vain. 

To what compare we then this varying ſcene, 
Whoſe worth ambigunus riſes, and declines ? 
Waxes, and wanes? (inall propitious, Night 
Aſſiſts me here) Compare it to the moon; 
Dark in herſelf, and indigent ; but rich 

In borrow d luſtre from a higher ſphere. 
When groſs guilt interpoſes, lab'ring earth, 
O'er ſhadows, mourns a deep eclipſe of oy; 
Her joys, at brighteſt, pallid tothat f-nt 

Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that glory diſtant ; oh Lorenzo ! 

A good man, and an angel | theſe between 
How thin the barrier ? what divides their fate ? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year 
Or, it an age, it is a moment till ; 

A moment, or eternity's forgot. 

Then be, what once they were, who now are gods; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the ſkies. 
Starts timid nature at thy gloumy paſs ? 

The foft tranſition call it, and be chert d; 
Such it is often, and why not to thee ? 

To hope the beſt is pious, brave, and wiſ-; 
And may itſelf procure hot it preſumes, 
Life is much flatter'4, death is much traduc'd 2 
Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 
„Strange competition! — True, Lorenzo | firange! 
80 little life can caſt into the ſcale, 

Life makes the ſoul ce; 1dent cn the duſt 3 
Death gives her wings to u. ount above the ipheres. 
Thro' chinks, fiyl'd organs, dim lite peeps at light | 
Death burits th'involviag cloud, and all is day I 
All eye, all car, the diſembody*d pow. 
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Death has feign'd evils, nature ſhall not fe-! ; 
Life, ils ſubſtantial, wiſdom cannot ſhun, 
Is not the mighty mind, that ſon of heav'n ! 

y tyrant life deth on'd, impriſon'd, dain'd ? 

y death enlarg'd, enobied, deify'd ? L 
Death but intombs the body; life the ſoul. | 
% I: death then tzuiltleſs? how he makes his way 
With dreadful wafte of what deſerves to thine ! 

«« At;, genius, fortune, elevated pow'r ! 
«© With various luftres theſe light up the wor!d, 
«© Which death puts cut, and darkens human race. ' 
I trant, Lorenzo! this indict ment juſt ; 
The ſage, peer, potentate, king, conquerer ; 
Death humble theſe ; more bard*rous life tlic man, 
Life is the triumph of our mould' ring clay; 
Death, of the ſpitit infinit-; divine; 
De h has no drea4, but what frail life imparts ; 
Nor life true joy, but wh-t kind death improves. 
No bliſs has lie to boaſt, till death can give 
Far pgreiter ; life's 2 debtor 'o the grave, 
Dai k lattice ! letting in eternal day. 
Lorenzo ! bluſk at fordac{s for a life, 
Which ſends celeſtial fouls on errands vile, 
2 Cater for the ſenſe 5 al d {-rve as boa- d G \ 
here ev'ry ranger of the wide, fe haps 
Each reptile, juſtly claims cur upper hand. | 
T vxnrigus feaſt f a fou!, a foul immertal, 
In ail the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 
Lorenzo; bluſh at terrcr for a death, 
Which gives thee to repoſ- in feſt. ve bow're, 
Where nears ſparkle, Ang-ls minifter, 
And more than Angels ſhare, and raiſe, and crown, 
And eternize, the birth, blo:m, burit« of bliſs, 
What need I more ? O death, the palm is thine, 
Then welcome, death ! thy dreaded harbingers, 
Age, and diſraſe ; diſeaſe, tho" long my gueſt ; 
That plucks my nerves, thoſe tend-r firings of lite, 
+ Which, pluck'd a hitte more, wil! toll the tell, 


Phat call my few fravads ro uy Fagergl 5 
7 1 ; 
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Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tar, 

White res ſon and reiigiun, better taught 

Conpratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 

Wich wreath triumphant. Death is victory: 

It binds in chains the raging ilis of lte; 

Luft and ambition, wrath and avarice, 

Dragg'd at his charigt-wheel, applaud his pow'r. 

That ills eorrofive, cares impottunite, 

Are not immortal too, O death! is thine. 

Our diy of diſſolution !-—1ame it right; 

*Tis our great pay-day; "tis our harveſt, rich 

And ripe, what tho' the fickle, ſon;-rimes keen, 

Jiu (ears us as we rep the golden grain? 

More than thy balm, O Gilead ! lieals the wound, 

Rirth's feeble cry, and death's dee» difmal groan, 

Ae ſender tributes ow -taxt rature pays 

For m'2hry gain: the gain of each, a hte! 

But O the laſt, the former ſo tranſcende, 

Life dies, compar'd ! life lives beyond the grave. 
And feel I, death! no joy from thonght of thee, 

N-ath, the great counſellor, vho man inſpires 

Wb noble thought, and fairer deed | 

Death, the deliver, who reicues man! 

Death rewirdy, unn the reſcu'd crowns! 

Ur itt, that abſalets my birth g a curſe without it 

R ch death, that reihzes 21 my Cares, 

Toils, virtues, hopes 3 * thut it a chimera ! 

Desth, of all pain the perind, not of joy; 

J ys fource, and ſubject, ſtitubtiſt unhurt; 

One, in my ſo! ; and one, in hen great ſite; 

Tho the fur winds were Watring tor my duff, 
es, and trom wind, and waves, and centralnighty 

Tro priten'd there, my duſt too I reciaim, 

(To duft when drop prod nature's proudeſt ſpheres) 

And live ente. Peath is the crown of life; 

Were death deny d, poor naa would live in vain 

Were death deny d, to live would not de lite; 

Were death. denz d, ev n fools would wiſh to die, 
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Death wounds to cure: we fall; we riſe ; we reign; 

Spring from our fetters ; faſten in the ſkies ; 

Where blooming Eden withers in our fight, 

Death gives us more than was in Eden loſt 

This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 

When ſhall I die to vanity, pain, death? 

Whea ſhall I die ?=when ſhall 1 live for ever? C 


1 
| 
0 
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NIGHT the FOURTH, 


THE 
CurrisSTIAN TRIUMPH. 


Containing our only Cure for the Fear of 
DEATH. 


And proper Sentimerts of Heart on that 
Ineſtimable Bleſſing. 


Humbly inſcribed to the Hon. Mr. TO RX. 


Amid the ſmiles of fortune, and of youth, 

ine eat is patient of a ſerious ſong, 
How deep implanted in the breatt of man 
The dread of death! I ſing its fov'reign cure. 

Why fart at death? where is he? death arziv'd, 
Is paſt ; not come, or gone, he's never here. 
Ere hope, ſenſation fails ; black-boding man 
Receives, not ſuffers, death's tremendous blow. 
The knell, the ſhroud, the mattock, and the gravez 
The deep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the worms 
Theſe are the bugbears of a winter's eve, 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Imagination's fool and error's wretch, 
Man makes a death, which nature never made 
Then on the point of his own fancy falls; 
And feels a thouſand deaths, in fearing one. 

But were death frightful, what has age to fear 
If prudent, age ſhould meet the friendly foe, 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable gloom. 
I (ſcarce can meet a monument, but holds 
My younger ; ev'ry date cries come away.“ 
And what recalls me ? look the world around, 
And tell me What: the wn cannot tell. 

2 


\ Much-indebted muſe, O Yatke ! intrudes, 
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Should any born of woman give his thought 
Full range, on juſt diſlike's unbounded field; 
Of things, the vanity ; of men, flaw all o'er ; 
As leopards, ſpotted, or, as ZEthiops, dark 
Vivacious ill; good dying immature! 
(How immature, Narciſla's marble tells) 
8 at its death bequeathing endleſs pain; | 
is heart, tho” bold, would ficken at the Sight, 
And ſpend itſelf in fighs for future ſcenes. 
But grant to life ( ind juſt it is to grant) 
To lucky life ſome perq" ifites of joy ; 
A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale, 
Long-rifled lite of ſweet can yieid no more, 
But from our comment on the comedy, 
Pleafing refle&tions on parts well-ſuſtain'd, 
Or purpoſed emendations where we fail'd, 
Or hopes of plaudits from our candid judge, 
When, on their exit, fouls arc bid unrobe, 
Toſs fortune back her tiaſel, and her plume, 
And drop this maſk of fleſu behind the ſcene. 
With me, that time is come ; my world is dead ; 
A new world riſes, and new manners reign : 
Foreign commedians (a ſpruce band) arrive, 
To puſh me from the ſcene, or his me there. 
What a pert race ſtarts up; tie ſtrangers bare, 
And I at them; my neighbour is unknown 3 
Nor that the worſt ; ah me ! the dire effect 
Of loit'ring here, of death defrauded long; 
Of old fo gracious (and let that ſuffice), 
My very maſter knows me not. ——— 
Shall I dere ſay, peculiar is tie fate? 
I've been fo long remember'd, I'm forgot. 
An object ever preſſing dims the ſight, 
And hides behind its ardor to be ſeen. 
When in courtiers' ears | pour my plaint, 
They drink it as the nectar of the great; 


Jodulge wes or conceive I drop my theme ; 


And ſqueeze my hand, and beg me come ta mor- 
Refuſal! canſt thou wear a ſmoother form? | cow 5 


* 
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Who cheapens life, abates the fear of death : 
Twice · told the period ſpent on ftubborn Troy, 
Court-favour, yet untaken, I beſeige; : 
Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich, 

Alas! ambition makes my little, leſs ; 
Embitt'ring the poſſeſs d: why with for more 
Withing, of all <mployments, is the worſt z 
Philoſophy's reverſe ; and health's decay ! 
Were I as plump, as ſtall'd theology, 

Wiſhing would waſte me to this thade again. 
Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea dream, 
Wiſhing is an expedient to be poor. 

Wiſhing, that conſtant heRic of a fool; 
Caught at a court; purg'd off by purer air, 


And ſimpler diet; gifts of rural life 


Bk-& be that hand di vine“ which gently laid 
My heart at ref}, beneath this humble ſhed. 
The world's a ſtately bark, on dang'rous ſeas, 
With pleaſure: ſ:en, but boarded at our peril ; 
Here, on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 
I hear the tumult of the diftant throng, 
As that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorms 3 
And meditate on ſcenes, more ſilent ſtill; 
Purtue my theme, and fight the fear of death, 
Hee, like a ſhepherd grazing from his but, 
"Touching his reed, or leaning on his ſtaff, 
F xger ambition's ficry chace I fee 3 
JT i-: the circling hunt of noiſy men, 
Eurſt la w's incloſure, leap the mus ds of right, 
Purſuing, and purſu'd, each other's prey; 
As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wales ; 
Till death, that mighty hunter, earths them all, 
Way all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 
Wat, tho" we wade in wealth, or ſoar in fame? 
Farih's higheſt ſtation ends in, Here he lies: 
Apt ** dutt to duſt”? concludes the nubleſt fung» 
Jt this tong l. ves, poſterity ſhai! !:now 
One, (tho in Britain born, with cyurtiers bred,) 
Who th:yzht een gold * come a day 300 latg 3 
3 | 
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Nor on his ſubtle death · bed plann'd his ſcheme 


For future vacancies in church or ſlate; 
Some a vocation deeming it —to die; 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich; 
Guilt's blunder ! and the loudeſt laugh of hell. 

O my co-evals! remnants of yourſelves ! 
Poor human ruins, tott'ring o'er the grave; 
Shall we, ſhall aged men, like aged trees, 
Strike deeper their vile root, and clofer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched foil? 
Shall our pale, wither'd hands, be ſtill ſtretch'd out, 
Trcmbling, at once, with eagerneſs and age ? 
With av'rice, and convulſions, graſping hard ! 
Graſping at air ! for what has earth beſide ? 
Man wants but little; nor that little, long; 
How ſoun muſt he refign his very duſt, 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ! 
Years inexperienc'd ruſh on num rous ills ; 
And ſoon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of lite, it opes the gates of death. 
When in this vale of years I backward look, 
And miſs ſuch numbers, numbers too of ſuch, 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
And Rtrifter on their guard, and fitter far 
To play life's ſubtle game, I ſcarce believe 
I till ſurvive t and am I fond of life, 
Who ſcarce can think it poſſible, I five ? 
Alive by miracle ! or, what is next, 
Alive by Mead! if I am ſtill alive, 
Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
Firmneſs of nerve, and energy of thought. 
Life's lee is not more ſhallow, than impure 
And vapid ; ſenſe and reaſon ſhew the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the duſt, 

O thou great arbiter of life and death ! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun ! 
W hoſe all prolific beam late call'd me forth 
From darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
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The duſt 1 tread on, high to bear my brow, 

To drink the ſpirit of the golden day, 

And triumph in exiſtence ; and could'ft know 

No motive, but my bliſs; and haſt ordain'd' 

A riſe in bleſſing ! with the Patriarch's joy, 

Thy call I follow to the land unknown; 

I truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt ; 

Or life or death, is equal; neither weighs : 

All weight in this—O let me live to thee ; 
Tho” nature's terrors, thus, may be repreſt ; 

Still frowns grim death; guilt points the tyrant's 


pear. 
And whence all human guilt ? from death forgot 
Ah me; too long 1 ſet at nought the ſwarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew 
And ſmil'd, un ſmitten: ſmall my cauſe to ſmile ! 
Death's admonitions, like ſhafts upward ſhot, 
More dreadful by delay ; the longer ere 
They ſtrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound, 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it ſtings ; 
Who can appeaſe its anguiſh ? how it burns! 
What hand the barb'd, invenom'd thought can 
draw * 

What healing hand can pour the balm of peace ? 
And turn my fight undaunted on the tomb 

With joy,-with grief, that healing hand I fee 3 
Ah! too conſpicuous ! it is fix'd on high. 
On high ?—what means my pbrenzy ? I blaſpheme; 
Alas! how low ! how far beneath the ſkies! 
The ſkies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for me— 
Bur bleeds the balm 1 want—yet ſtill it bleeds. 
Draw the dire ſtee Ah no — the dreadful bleſſing 
What heart or can luftain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope ; that nail ſupports 
The falling univerſe: that gone, we drop ! 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal wiſh 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her birt 
Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt ; 
When nn beneath his throne 
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In heav'n itſelf can fuch indulgence dwell ? 

O what a groan was there! A groan not his 

He ſeiz'd eur dreadful right; the load ſuſtain'd ; 
And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. 

A thouſand worlds, ſo bought, were bought, too 
Senſations new in angels boſoms riſe ; (dear. 
Suſpend their ſong, and make a paule in bliſs, 

O for their ſong to reach my lofty theme! 
Inſpire me, night ! with all tLy tuneful ſpheres in- 
Whilft I with ſeraphs ſhare ſeraphic themes, ¶ ſpire; 
And ſhew to men the dignity of man; 

Leſt I blaſpheme my ſubject with my ſong. 
Shall Pagen pages glow celeftial flame, 
And chriftian languiſh ? on our hearts, not heads, 
Falls the foul infamy : my heart! awake. 
What can awake thee, nnawaked by this, 
4 Expended deity on human weal? 
Feel the great truths, which burſt the tenfold night 
Of heathen error, with a golden fi-od 

fendleſs day: to feel; is to be fir'd ; 
And to believe, Lorenzo! is to vel. 

Thou moſt indulgent, moſt trem:ndous pow'r 3 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond'rous love ! 
That arms, with awe more awful, thy commands ! 
And foul tranſgreſſion dips in ſev'nfold night, 

How our hearts icemble at thy love immenſc 
In love immenſe, inviolably juft ! 

Thou, rather than thy juſtice ſhowld be ſtain'd, 
Didſt tain the croſs; and, work of wonders far 
The greateſt, that thy deateſt far might bleed. 

Bold thought ! Shall I dare ſpeak it, orrepreſs ? 
Shall man more execrate, or bvaft, the guilt 
Which roas'd fich vengeance | waich ſuch love 

inflam's ? 
Oer guilt (how m.cuntainous !) with opt-ſtretch 
Ster juſtice, aud toft · ſmiling love, e:nbrace Jarms, 
Sr pporung, in tull majeſty, thy throne, 
W ne !om'd its majeſty to need ſupport, 
Or (hat v4 man, inevitably lofts A 


128289200552 


0 


Night IV. The COMPLAINT, 


What, but the fathomleſs of thought divine, 
Could labour ſuch expedient from deſpair, 
And reſcu: both ! both reſcue ! both exalt! 
O how are both exalted by the deed ! 
The wond'rous deed ! or ſha!l I call it mere? 
A wonder in omnipotence itſclt ! 
A myſtery, no leſs to gods than men! 

Not, thus, our infidels th' eternal draw, 
A god all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, 
Full orb'd, in bis whole round of rays complete 2 
They ſet at odds heav*ns jarring attributes; 
And, with one excellence, another wound; 
Maim heav'ns perfection, break its equal beams, 
Bid mercy triumph over — God himſelf, 
VUndcity'd by their opprobrious praiſe: 
A God all mercy, isa God ur juſt. 

Ye brainleſs wits! ye baptiz'd infidels ! 
Ye worſe tor mending ! waſh'd to fouler trains ? 
The ranſom was paid down; the tund of heaven. 
Heav'ns inexhauſtible exhauſted fund, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 
All price beyond: tho' curious to compute, 
Atrchangeis fau'd to caſt the mighty ſum: 
Its value vaſt ungraſpt by minds create, 
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For ever hides, and glows in, the ſupreme. 


And was the ranſom paid ? it was, and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for you. 
Tae ton beheld it no, the ſhocking ſcene 
Drove back his chariot: midnight veil'd his face; 
Not fuch as this] not ſuch as nature makes 
A midnight, nature ſhudder'd to behold ; 
A midgight new ! a dread eclipſe (without 
Oppoſing {pheres) from ber creator's frown } 
Sun | didſt thou fly thy makers pain? or ſtart 
At that encrmays load of human guilt, F[croſs; 
Which bow'd his bleſſed head; o'ervhelm'd his 
Made groan t he centre; burſt earth's marble womb? 
With pangs, ſtrange pangs ! deliver'd of her dead? 
Hell hewI d; 3 that hour let fall a tear z 
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Heav'n wept, that men might ſmile ! heav'n bleds 

Might never die! [that man 
And is cevotion virige ? tis compell'd : 

W hat heart of ſtone, but glows at thought like theſe? 

Such contemplations mount us; and ſhould mount 

The mind ftiil higher; nor ever glance on man, 

Unaptur'd, unioflamed.—W here roll mythoughts 

To reſt from wonders? other wonders riſe ; 

And ftrike where-e er they roll: my ſoul is caught: 

Heav'ns fov'reign bleſſings, eluſt ring fromthe croſs, 

Ruſh on her, in a throng, and cloſe her round, 

The pris'ner of amaze in his bleft life, 

I fee the path, and, in his death, the price, 

And in his great aſcent, the proof ſupreme 

Of immortality.—— And did he riſe ? 

Hear, O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead! 

He roſe ! he roſe ! he burſt the bars of death, 

Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates ! 

And give the king of glory to come in : 

Who is the king of glory ? he who lefr 

His throne of glory, for the pangs of death: 

Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates! 

And give the king of glory to come in. 

Whois th: king of glory? he who ſlew 

The rav'nous foe, that gorg'd all human race! 

The king of glory, he, whoſe glory $11'd 

Heav'n with amazement at his love to man; 

And with divine complacency beheld 

Pow*'rs moſt illumin'd, wilder'd in the theme. 
The theme, the joy, how then ſhall man ſuſtain? 

Oh burſt the gates! cruſh'd ſting ! demoliſh'd 

throne ! [ heav'n ! 

Laſt gaſp ! of vanquiſh'd death. Shout earth and 

This lum ot good to man. W hole nature, then, 

Took wing, and mounted with him from the 

ti mb 
Then, then I roſe ; then firſt humanity 
Triumphant paſt the chryſlal ports of light, 


(Stupende us gueſt !) and ſeia d etetnal youth, 
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Seis d in our name. E'er ſince, tis bla ſphemous 
To call man mortal, Man's mortality 
Was, then, transferr'd to death; and heav*ns dur- 
Unalienably feal'd to this frail frame, [ation {| 
This child of duſt— man, all immortal ! hail ; 
Hail heav*n, all-laviſh of ſtrange gifts to man | 
'Thine all the glory; man's the boundleſs bliſs, 
Where am I wrapt by th's triumphanc theme, 
On chriſtian joy's exulting wing, above 
Th” Aonian mount !—alz+, ſmall cauſe for joy } 
What if to pain immortal ! if extent 
Of being, to preclude a cloſe of woe ? 
Where, then, my boaſt of immortality ? 
I boaſt it ſtill, tho” cover'd v'er with guilt ; 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd ! 
Tis guilt alone can juftify his death; 
Nor that, unleſs his death can juſtify 
Relenting guilt in heav'n's iadulgent fight. 
If, fick of tully, I relent ; he writes 
My name in heav'n, with that inverted ſpear 
(A ſpear deep dipt in blood I) which pierc'd his fide, 
And open'd there a font tor all mankind, 
Who ſtrive, ho combat crimes, to drink, and live: 
This, only this, ſubdues the fear of death. N 
And what is this? —ſurvey the wond”rous cute; 
And at each ſtep, let higher wonder riſe ! 
% Pardon tor infinite offence ! and pardon 
« Thro' means, that ſpeak its value infinite 
«© A pardon bought with blood! with blood divine! 
« With bluud divine of him, I made my foe ! 
6 Perſiſted to provoke | tho' wov'd and w', 
4 Blcft, and chaftis'd, a flagrant rebel ſt II 
„A rebel, miaſt the thunders or his throne ! 
© Norl alone! a rebel univerſe ! 
«© My ſpecies up in arms | not one exempt ! 
© Yet fur the fouleſt of the foul, he dies; 
«© Moſt joy d, for the redeem'd trom deepeſt guilt ! 
& As if our race were heid of higheſt rank ; 
« And goaticad dearer, as more ind to man! 
D 5 
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Bound, ev'ry heart ! and ev'ry boſom, burn 

Oh what a ſcale of miracles is here ! 

Its loweſt round high planted on the ſkies ; 

Its tow'ring ſummit loſt beyond the thought 
Of man or angel ! oh that I could climb 

The wonderful aſcent with equal praiſe! 

Praiſe ! flow forever, (if aſtoniſhment 

Will give thee leave) my praiſe ! for ever flow : 
Praiſe ardent; cordial, conſtant, to high heav'n 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd ; 

And all her ſpicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, fo due to heav'n ſhall praiſe deſcend, 
With her ſoft plume (from plaufive angel's wing 
Firſt pluck'd by man) to tickle mortals ears, 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great ? 

Is praiſe the perquiſite of ev'ry paw, 

Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold? 

Oh love of gold ! thou meancit of amours! 

Shall praiſe her odours waſte on virtues dead? 

Embaim the baſe, perfume the ſtench of guilt, 

Earn dirty bread by waſhing Lt E iops fair, 

Removing filth, or finking ic trom fight, 

A ſcavenger in ſcenes, where vacant poſts, 

Like gibdets yet untenanted, expect 

Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones, 

Return, apoftate praiſe ! thou vagabond ! 

Thou proftitute ! to thy firſt love retutn, 

Thy firſt, thy greateq, once unrival'd theme, 

* There flow redundant; like Meander flow, 

Pack to thy fountain ; to that parent pow'r, 

Who = the tongue to ſound, the thought to 
oar, 

The ſoul to be. Men homage pay to men, 

Thoughtleſs beneath whole dreadful eye they bow 

In mutual awe profound, ofclay to 27 

Of guilt to guilt; and turn their backs on thee, 

Great Sire! whom thrones ceieflial ceaſelefs ling; 

To proitrate angels, an amazing ſcene 

O che preſumption of man's awe for man 
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Man's author! end! reftorer! law! and judge 
Thine all; day thine, and thine this gluom of 
night, 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worldsf 
What, night eternal, but a fruwn frem thee ? 
What, heav'n's meridian gl-ry, but thy ſmile ? 
And ſhall nut praiſe be thine ? Not human praiſe ? 
While heav'n's high hoſt on hallelujahs live? 
O may I breithe no longer, than | breathe 
My ſoul in praiſe to him; who gave my foul 
And all her infinite of proſpect fair 
Cut chr9* the ſhades of hell, great love! by thee, 
Oh moſt adorable ! moſt unador d 
Where ſhall that praiſe begin, which ne'er ſhould 
end ? 
Where-e'er I tutn; what claim on all applauſe ! 
How is night's ſable mantle labout d o'er, 
How richly wrought, with attributes divine! 
What wiſdom ſhines! what love! This mighty 
pomp, | 
This — arch, with golden-worlds inlay d fk 
Built with divine ambition ! nought to thee 3 
For others this profuſion : Thou, apart, 
Above ! beyond! Oh tell me mighty mind ! 
Where art thou ? ſhall I dive into the deeg ? 
Call co the ſun, or aſk the roaring winds, 
For their creator? Shall I queſtion loud _ 
The thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells ? 
Or holds he furious farms in ſtrengthen' d reins, 
And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car ? 
What means theſe queſtions ?—Trembling f 
retract; 
My proſtrate ſoul adores the pteſent God: 
Praiſe I a diftant deity * He tunes 
My voice (if tun'd) the nerve that wtites, ſuſtains 
Wrap in his being, I refound his praiſe : 
But tho” paſt all diffus'd, without a ſhore, 
His effence 4 local is his throne (as meet}, 
To gather the diſperſt 1 as ſtandards call) 
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The lifted from afar) ; to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his ſons, 

ivce finite «v'ry nature, but his own, 
The nameleſs he, whoſe nod is nature's birth 3 
And nature's ſhield the ſhadow of his hand ; 
Her gditicjuticn his ſo\pended imile ! 
The gre t. fir-laft ! pavilion'd high he fits 
In darknets, from excethve ſplendor borne, 
By gods unſeen, unleſs thro' luſtre loſt. 
His glory, to created glory, bright, 
As that tv central horrors 3 he looks down 
Q all that foars ; and ſpans immenſity. 
Though night unnurmber d worlds unfold; to 

view, 
Povndleſs creation |! ! what art thou? A beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majefty 1 
And thall an ate m of this «tom- world 
Murter, in duit and fin, the theme of heav'n 7 
D.wn to the centre ſhould J fend my thought 
Thro' beds of glut'ring ore, and glowing gems, 
Their beggar'd blaze wants Juſtre for my ay; 
Goes out in darkneſs: If, on tow'ring wing, 
I end it through the bound leſs vault of ſtarr, 
The ftars tho” rich, what droſs their gold to thee, 
Great ! good ! wite | wondettul ! eternal king ! 
If to thyfe conſcious flars thy throne around, 
Praiſe ever penring, and imbibing bliſs ; 
And aſk their ſtrain; they want it, more they want, 
Poor their abundance, humble their ſublime, 
Languid their cnergy, their ardour cold, 
Ir: debted ſtill, their higheſt rapture burns; 
Short of its mark, detective, tho” divine. 
Still more This theme is Man's and Man' * 
alone; 

Their vaſt appoint ments reach it not: They ſee 
On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high: 
And downward look for heav'n's ſuperior dalle ! 
Firſt-bcrn of either high in fields of light! 
View man, is ſce the glory of your gods, 
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Could Angels envy, they had envy'd here; 

And ſume did envy ; and the reſt tho' Gods: 

Yet til Gods unredeem'd (there triumphs man, 

Tempted to weigh the duſt againft the ſkies) 

They leſs would feel, tho" more adorn, my 
theme. 

They ſung creation (for in that they ſhar'g; ) 

How roſe in melody, the child of love 

Creation's great ſuperior, Man ! is thine 

Thine is redemption ;; they juſt gave the key; 

Tis thine to raiſe, aud eternize, the ſong ; 

Tho' hum in, yet divine ; tor ſhould not this 

Raiſe man oer man, and kindle ſeraphs here? 

Redemption l twas creation more ſublime ? 

Redemption ! twas the labour of the ſkics; 

Far mote than labour—lt was death in beav'n. 

A truth ſo ſtiange l 'twere bold to think it true 3 

If not far bolder fill, to diſbelie ve. 


Here pauſe, and pender : Was there death in 


hea vn? 


What then on earth? On earth, which ftruck 

the blow ? 
Who ftruck it ? Who?—O how is man enlarg'd, 
Seen thro” this + edium ! how the pigmy towr's ! 
How cuunterpois'd his origia from duſt! 
Huw counterpois d, to duft his (ad retuin ! 
How voided his viit diſtance trom the ſkies! 
How near he preſſes on the ſeraphs wing! 
Which is the ſeraph? Which the born of clay? 
How this demonſtrates, thro the thickeſt cloud 
Of guiir, and clay condens'd, the ion of heav'n ] 
The double fon ; the made, nd the re-made! 
And ſhall heav* n's double property b loſt ? 
Man's double madneſs only can deſtroy. 
To man the blecding croſs has promi. d all; 
The dlerding croſs has {worn eteraal grace; 
Who gave his Lf:, what grace th+!] he deny? 
O ye! who, from this vo k of ages, lep, 
Diſdaiaful, plupgivg 1 in the deep! 
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Whit cordial joy, what conſolation ſtrong, 

W hatever winds ariſe, or billows roll, 

Our int teſt in the maſter of the ſtorm ? 

Cling there, and in wreck'd nature's ruins ſmile ; 
While vile apuſtates tremble in a calm. 

Mao know thyſelf. All wiſdom centres there; 

To none manleems ignuble, but to man; 

Angels thut grandzur, men o'er look, admire : 
How long ſhall human nature be their book, 
Degen'rate mortal, and unread by thee? 

The beam aim reaſon ſheds ſhews wanders 

there ; 

What high contents! illuſtrious facu'ties 

But the grand comment, which diſplays at full 
Our humaa height, ſcarce ſever d from divine; 
By heav'n compos'd, was publith'd on the crolg, 

W ho looks on that, and fees not in himiclf 

An awful ftranger, a terreſtrial God? 

A glorious partner with the Deity 

Jn that h gh attribute, immortal life? 

If a God biceds, he biecds not for a worm: 

I g1ze, and, as gaze, my mounting foul 

Catches ſtrange fre, eternity! at thee ; 

And drops the world—or rather, more enjoys :. 
How charg's the f.ce of nature]! how improv'd ! 
What teem'd a chaos, ſhines a glocious world, 

O whata world, an Eden; heighten'd all! 

It is another fcene ! another ſelf ! 

And ftil] another as time rolls along; 

And that a (elf far more illuſtrious till. 

Beyond long ages, yet roli'dup in ſhades 

Unpierc'd by bold conjefture's keeneſt ray, 

What evolutions of ſurpriſing fate! 

H nature opens and receives my ſoul 
In toundle's walks of taptur d thought! Where 

Gods 

Encouatcr, and embrace me! What new births 
Of frrange adventure, foreign to the ſan, 

Where u hat now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiſts 
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Old time, and fair creation, are forgot! 
Is this extravagant? Of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be juſt : 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings toreach him: 
Beyond its reach, the g:d- head only, more. 
He the great father ! ł indled at one flame 
The world of tationals; one ſpirit pour d 
From ſpirit's awful fountain; puur'd himſelf 
Thro' all their fouls ; but not in equal ftream, 
Profuſe, or frugal, of th' aſpiring Gd, 
As his wiſe plan demanded ; and when paſt 
T heir various trials in their various ſpheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Reiorbs them all into himle.f again ; 
His throne their centre, and his imile their cron. 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ſing, 
Tho' yet unſung, as deem d, perhaps, tco bold t 
Angels are men of a ſuperior kind: 
Angels are men in lighter habits clad 
High o'er celeſtial mountains wing'd in flight; 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 
Who wade this miry vale, andclimb with pain, 
And ſlipp'ry ſtep, the bottom of the ſtrep, 
Argels their failings, mortals have their praiſe 3 
While here, of corps ethereal, ſuch enroll'd 
And ſummon'sd to the glorious ſtandard ſoon, 
Which flames eternal crimſon thro' the ſkies. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtleſs of their kin, 
Yet abſent ; but not abſent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael ſung 
Our triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown, 
Sent by the ſov'reign: And are theſe, O man! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies? And thou (ſhame 
burn | 
The cheek to cinder ) rival to the brute ? 
Religion's all. Deſcending from the ſkies 
To wretched man, the goddets in her left 
Holds out this world, and in her right, the next 3 
Religion ! the ſale wakes mag is man z 
3 


Supporter ſole of man above himſelf ; 

Ev'n in this night of frailty, change, and death, 

She gives the foul a ſoul thit acts a god. 

Religion providence ; an after-ſtate ! 

Here is firm footing ; here is ſolid rock ; 

This can ſupport us! all is ſea beſides ; 

Sinks under us ; beftorms, and then devourt. 

His hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 

And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirle, 
As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 

Darkneſs, and ſtench, and ſuffocating damps ' 

And dungeon- horrors, by kind fate diſcharg'd, 

Climbs ſome fair eminence, where ether pure 

Surrounds him, and elyſian proſpects riſe, 

His heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load 

As if new-born, he triumphs in the change ; 

So joys the ſou], when trum inglorious aims, 

And ſordid ſweets from feculence and froth 

Of ties terrefirial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts 

To reaſon's region, her own clement, 

Breathes hopes immortal and affe&s the ſkies, 
Religion! thou the ſoul of happineſs ; 

And, groaning Calvary, of thee ! there ſhine 


The noble truths 3 there firungeſt motives 


ſting z; 
There ſacred violence aſſaults the ſoul ;; 
There, nothing but compulſion is for born. 
Can love alure us ! or can terror awe ? 
He weeps !—the falling drop puts out the ſun 


He fights the figh earths deep foundation ſhakes, 


If, in his love, fo terrible, what then 

His wrath inflam'd ? his tenderneſs on fire ; 
Like ſoft, ſmooth oil, out-blazing other fires ? 
Can prayer, can praiſe avert it? Thou, my all! 
My theme! my inſpiration l and my crown! 
My ſtrength in age! my riſe in low eftate ! 


My foul's ambition, pleaſure, wealth ! my world! 


My light in darkneſs | and my life in death! 
My boaſt thro' time l bliſs thio' eternity! 
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Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe ! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man 
To man, of men the meaneſt, even to me; 

My facrifice | my God ! what things are theſe! 
What then art thou! by what name thail 
| call thee ? „ 

Knew I the name devout archangels uſe, 

Devout archangels ſhould the name enjoy, 

By me unrivall'd ; thouſands more ſublime, 
None half ſo dear, as that, which, tho“ unſpoke, 
Still glows at heart: O how omnipotence 
| Is loſt in love ! thou great philantropitt ! 
/ Father of angels ! but the friend of man ! 
Like Jacob, ſondeſt of the youngett horn 
Thou, who didit fave him, ſnatch the (moiking 
brand 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood ! 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diſtteſs“ 
To mak: us groan beneath our gratitud- 
Toa big for birth? to favour, and confound ; 

To challenge, and to diſtance, all r tun! 

Of laviſh love ſtupendious heights to ſoar, 
And leave praife panting in the diſtant val-| 
Thy right too great defrauds thee of thy due g 
Aad facrilegious our ſublimeſt ſong 

But fince the naked will obtains thy ſmile, 
Beneath this monument of praiſe unpaid, 

And future life ſymphonious to my ſtrain, 
(That nobleſt hymn to heav'n !) for ever lie 
Jatomb'd by fear of death ! and ev'ry fear, 
The dread of ev ry evil, but thy frown. 

Whom ſee I yonder, fo demurely ſmile ? 
Laughter a labour, and might break their re, 
Ye Quietifts, in homage to the ſkies ! 

Serene | of ſoft addreſs ! who mildly make 

An unubtrufive tender of your hearts, 

Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed; 

But, for the bleſſing, wreſtle not with heav'n ! 

Thiak you my ſong w turbulent? too warm 
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Are paſſions, then, the pagans of the ſoul ? 
Reaſon alone bapris'd 2? alone ordain'd 
To touch thines ſacred ? oh for warmer ill ! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age becumbs my powers 
Oh for an humbler heart and prouder ſong 
Thou, my much injur'd theme ! with that ſoft eye 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compaſſion to the coldneſs ot my breaſt ; 
And pardon to the winter in my ſtrain, 
Oh ye cold- hearted, frozen, formaliſts ! 
On fuch a theme, tis impious to be calm; 
Paſſion is reaſon, tranſpurt temper, here. 
Shall hcav'n, which gave us ardour, and has ſhewn 
Her own for man fo {trungly, not diſdain 
What ſmanth emoliients ia theology, 
Recumbent virtuc's duwny doftors preach, 
That proſe of piety, a lug<warm praiſe ? 
Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe uninflam'd ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout; 
But when it glows, it's heat is truck to henz'n; 
To human hearts her golden harps aze ſtrung ; 
H:gh heav'n's orcheſtra chaunts amen to man. 
Hear I, or dream I hear, their diſtant Grain, 
Sweet t the ſou), and tafting ftrong of heav'n; 
Soft Ha ſted pn celeſtial pity's plume, 
Thro'ꝰ the vaſt ſpaces of the univer ie, 
To cheer me in this melancholy Rom? 
Oh when will death (now flingiels) hike a friend, 
Admit me of their choir * Oh when will death, 
This moula' ring, old, partition- wall throw down [ 
Give beings, one in nature, eue abode ? : 
Oh dea'h divine! that giv'ſt us to the ſſcies! 
Great future ! g'orious patron of the pat, 
And preſent ! when Gall I thy farine adore ? 
From nature's continent, immenſely wide, 
Immenlely bleſt, this little iſle of life, 
This dark, incarcerating colony, 
I''ides us. Happy day! that breaks our chain: 
Fuat manumits ; that calls from exile home; 
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That leads to nature's great metropolis, 
And re admits us thro” the guardian hand 
Ofelder brothers, to our father 's throne z 
Who hears our advocate, and, thro' his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
"Tis this makes chriſtian triumph a command: 
"Tis chis makes joy a duty ty the wite ? 
"Tis impious, in a good man, to be fad, 
Seeft thou, Lorenzo] where hangs all our hope? 
Touch'd by the croſs, we live, or more than die; 
Thit touch which touch'd not angels; more 
divine 
Than that, which touch'd confuſion into form, 
And darkneſs into glory; partial touch! 
Ineffable pre-eminent regard ! 
Sacred to man, and fov'reign thro” the whole 
Long olden chain of micacl:s, which hangs 
From heaven thro' all dus ation, and ſupports 
In one illuſtrious, and amazing plan, 
Thy welfare, nature ! and thy God's renown 3 
That touch, with charm ccteftial heals the foul. 
Diſeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in 
death. (transforms 

Turns earth to heav'n, to heav'nly threnes 
The ghaſtly ruins of the mould*ring tomb. 
Doſt aſk me when ! when he who dy d returns? 
Returns, how chang'd ! where then the man of 
In glory's terrors all the god head burns; (oe; 
And all his courts, exhauſted by the tide a 
Or deities triumphant in his train, 
Leave a ſtupendous folitude in hæavn; 
Replen iſſit ſon, repleniſht with increaſe 
Oi pomp, ane multitude; a radiant band 
Of any=is new; of angels from the tomb. 

I: this by lancy thrown remote ? and riſe 
Dirk doubts between the promiſe, and event? 
J (end thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
Read nature; nature is a friend to truth; 


Nature is chriſtian 3 preaches to mankind j 
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And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 

Haſt thou ne'er ſeen the comet's flaming flight ? 

Th' illuſtrious ſtranger paſſing, terror thed! 

On gazing nations, from his fiery train 

Of length enormous, takes his ample round 

Thro' depths of ether 3 coafts unnumber d worlds, 

Of more than folar glory; doubles wide 

Heav'n's mighty cape, and then rev fits earth, 

From the long travel of a thouſand years, 

Thus, at the deſtin'd period, ſhall return 

He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze: 

And, with him, all our triumph o'er the tomb, 
Nature is dumb on this important point 

Or hope precarious in low whiſper breathes ; 

Faith ſpeaks aloud, diſtin ; ev'n adders hear, 

But turn, and dart into the dark again. 

Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gulph of death, 

To break the ſhock blind nature cannot ſhun, 

And lands thought ſmoothly on the further hore, 

Death's terror is the mountain fau h removes ; 

That mountain barrier betwixt man and peace. 

"Tis faith diſarms deſtruction; and abſulvey 


From ev'ry clam'rous charge the guiitleſs tomb. 
Why diſbelieve ? Lorenzo! Reaſon bids, 

« All-ſfacred Reaſon,” —Hold her ſacred Rill x 
Nor ſhalt thou want a rival in thy flame: 

All facred reaſon ; ſource, and foul, of all 
Demanding praiſe, on earth, or carth above ! 
My heart is thine : deepin its inmoſt folds, 
Live thou with life ; live dearer of the two. 
Wear I the bleſſed croſs, by fortune ſtampt 

On paſhve nature, before thought was born ? 


My birth's blind bigot ! fir'd with }-»cal zeal 


No ; reaſon re- baptiz'd me when adult ; F 


Weigh'd true, and falſe, in ber impartial ſcale ; 

My heart became the convert of my head; 
And made that choice, which once was but my 
On argument alone my faith is built“ (fate 


Reaſon purſu d ip faith; and, unparly'd | 
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Where proof invites. tis reaſon, then, no more: 
And ſuch cur proof, that, or or faith is right, 
Or rea ſon lies, and heaven deſien'd it wrong : 
Avlolve we this ? what, then, is blaſphemy ? 
Fondues we are, andjuſt'y fond ef faith, 
Rea ſon, we grant, demands ur firſt regard 
The mother honour'd as the daughter dear. 
Reaſnn the root; fair faith is but the flower: 
The fading flow'r ſhall die ; but reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her father in the ſkies. 
When faith is virtue, reaſon makes it fo, 
Wrong not the chriſtian ; think not renſon yours; 
*Tis reaſon our great maſter holds ſo dear 
*Tis rea ſonꝰs injur'd rights his wrath reſents 3 
Tis reaſon's voice obey*d, his glorious crown 3 
To give loſt reaſon life he pour'd his own 3 
Believe, and ſhew the reaſon of a man; 
Believe, and taſte the pleaſure of a Gad , 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb. 
Thro' reaſon's wounds alone thy faith can die 3 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 
And dips in venom his twice- mortal ſting. 
Learn hence what honours, what loud pazans, due 
To thoſe, who puth our antidate afide ; 
Thoſe boaſted friends to reaſon and to man, 
Whoſe fatal love ſtabs ev'ry joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heighten'd gnawing on his heart, 
Theſe pompous ſons of reaſon idoliz d 
And vilify'd at once; of reaſon dead, 
Theg deify d, as monarchs were of old; 
What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? 
While love of truth thro” all their camp reſounds, 
They draw pride's curtain o'er the noon-tide ray 
Spike up Meir inch of reaſon, on the point. 
Of philoſophic wit, call'd argument; 
And then, exulting in their taper, cry, 
«© Behold the fun ;** And Indian- life, adore. 
Talk they of morals? O thou bleeding love 
Thou maker of ne murals to mankind ) 
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J he grand morality is love of thee. 
As wiſe as Socrates, it ſuch they were 
(Nor will they *bate of that ſublime renown) 
As wiſe as Socrates, might juſtiy ſtand 
Th: definition of a modern fool. 
A chriſtian is the higheſt ſtile of men. 
And is there, who the bleſſed croſs wipes off, 
As a foul! blot from his diſhonour d brow ? 
IF angels tremble, "tis at ſuch a fight ; 
The wretch they quit deſponding of their charg®, 
More ftrnck with eri-for wonder, who can tell ? 
Y- fold to tenſe ] ye citizens of cart! 
(For uch alone the chriſtian banner fly) (gain 
Knuw ye how wife your choice, how great your 
Behold the picture of earth's happieſt men: 
„He calls his wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
And foys, he call'd another; that arrives, 
« Meetsthe ſime welcome ; yet he ſtill calls on; 
„Till one calls | im, who varies not his call, 
4 But holds him faſt, in chains of darkneſs bound 
« Til! nature dies, and judgment ſets him free 3 
„ A trecd-m far leſs welcome than bis chain.“ 
But grant man happy; grant him happy long; 
Add ta lies higheſt prize her lateſt hour ; | 
hat hour, fo lete, is nimble in approach, 
That, like a pot comes on in full career; 
How ſwift the ſhuttle flies, that weaves thy ſhroud? 
Where is the fable of thy former years ? 
T brown down the gulp of time; as far from thee, 
As they bad ne'er heen thine z the day in hand, 
Like a bird Arnggiing to get looſe, is going 3 
Scarce now puſſe is' d, fo ſuddenly tis gone 
And each ſwif moment fled is death advanc'd 
By fridrs as ſwift: eternity is all o@ 
And whvſe eternity? who triumphs there F 
* for ever in the ſunt of bliſs ! 
or ever baſking in the deity! 
Lorenzo ! who ?— Thy conſcience ſhall reply, 
O give it leave to ſpeak ; twill ſpeak e cr longs 


\ 
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Thy leave unafſk'd : Lorenzo! hear it now, 
While uſeful its aevice, its accent mild. 
Ry the great edic}, the divine decree, 
Truth is depoſited with man's laſt hour; 
An honeſt hour, and faithful to her truſt; 
Truth, eldeſt daughter of the deity ; 
Truth of his council, when he made the worlds; 
Nor leſs, when he ſhall judge the worlds he made; 
Tho' filent long, and fleeping ne'er fo found, 
Smother'd with errors and cppreſs'd with toys, 
That heav'n- commiſſion'd hour no ſooner calls, 
But from ber cavern in the ſoul's abyls, 
Like him they fable under tna whelm'd, 
The goddeſs bur''s in thunder, and in flame, 
Loudly convinces, and ſeverely pains, 
Dark demons I diſcharg*, and hydra Rings ; 
The keen vibration of bright truth—is hell: 
a definition! though by ſchools untaught, 

e deaf to truth! peruſe this pa ſan'd page, 
And truſt, for once, a prophet and a prieft ; 
% Men may live fools, but fools the cannot die.“ 


NIGHT the FIFTH. 
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RELAPSE. 


Humb'y InſcribeJ 


To the Ricur HonNoURABLE 


The Earl of LIiToHTFIET o. 


ORENZO! to reeriminate is juſt, 
Fondneſs vt fame is avarice of air, 

I grant the man is vain who wr. tes for praiſe, 
Praite no man e'er deſerv'd, who Hught no more. 
As juſt thy ſecond charge. I grant the muſe 

Has ofte:: hluſh'd at her '-cen'rate ſon's 

Ret ain®: y ent, plead her filthy cauſe x 

Tora {+ rhe law, to magnity the mean, 

An {(2+,2$141ZE the groſs into refin'd 8 

As t magic numbers“ powerful charm 

"Twas giv'n, to make a civet of their ſong 

Obſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perfume. 

Wit, a true pagan, deifies he brute, 

And liſts our ſwine - enjoyments from the mire, 
Tie facts notetious, nor obſcure the cauſe, 

We wear the chainsof pleaſure, and of pride. 

Theſe ſhate the man; and theſe diftrat him too. 

Draw diff'rent ways, andclaſh in their commands 

Pride, like an eagle, builds among the ſtars; 

But pleafure, lark-Jike; neſts upon the ground, 

Joys ſhar'd by brute-creation, pride reſents ; 

Picaſure eqabraces 3j man would both enjoy 
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And both at once: a point how hard to gain! 
But what can't wit, when ftrung by ſtrong deſire ? 
Wit dares attempt this aduous enterprizc. 
Since joys of ſenſe can't riſe to rea ſou's taſte 3 
In tubtle ſophiſtry's laborious forge, 
Wit hammers out a reaſon new, that oops 
To ſordid ſcenes, and mee's them with applauſe, 
Wit calls the graces the chaſte zone t » looſe ;; 
Nor leſs than a plump gad to fill the bowl: 
A thouſand phantoms, and a thouſand ſpells, 
A thouſand opiates ſcatters, to delude, 
To faſcinate, inebriate, lay alleep, 
And the fool'd mind of man delightfully confound. 
Thus that which ſhock'd the judgment, ſhocks na 
more, 
That which gave pride offence no more offends, 
Pleaſure and pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, which in man ſhall reign, 
By wit's addreſs, patch up a fatal peace, 
And hand in bind lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate ani gay- 
Art, curſed art wipes off the indebted bluſh 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry ſhame, 
Man ſmiles in tuin, glories in his guilt, 
And infamy ſtands candidate for praiſe, 
All writ by man in favour of the ſoul, 
Theſe ſenſual ethics far, in bulk, tranſcend 
The flow rs of eloquence, protuſely pour d 
O'er (potted vice, fill half the letter d world. 
Can pow rs of genius exerciſe the page, 
And conſecrate enormities with ſong ? 

But let not theſe inexpiable trains 
Condemn the muſe that knows her dignity 
Nor meanly ſtops at time, but holds the world 

As tis, in nature's amp'e field, a point, 

A point in her efteem ! from whence to tart, 
And run the round of univerſal ſpace, 

To viſitbeing univerſal there, 


And dbeipg's ſource, that utmaſt flight of miad ! 


| 
| 
| 


76 The COMPLAINT, Night V 


Vet, fpire of this ſo vaſt circumference, 
Well knows, but what is moral, nought is great, 
Sing Syrens only? do not angels firg ? 
There is in poelſy 2 decent pride, 
Which well becomes her when the ſpeaks to proſe, 
Her younger ſiſter; haply, not more wiſe, 
Think'eft thou, Lorenzo l to find paſtimes here? 
No guilty paſſion blown into a flame, 
No foible Arter'd, dignity difgrac'd, 
No fairy field of ſiction, all on flow r, 
No rainbow colours, here, of ſilken tale; 
But ſolemn counſels, images of awe, 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 
With double weight, thro” theſe revolving ſpheres, 
This death-decp filence, and incumbent ſhade ; 
Thoughts, ſuch as ſhall revifit your laſt hour 
Viki uncali'd, and live when life expires ; 
And thy dark pencil, midnight! darker til] 
In melanchely dipt, embrowns the whole. 
Yet this, ev'n this, my laughter-'oving friends 
Lorenzo ! and thy brothers of the imile ! 
It, what imports you moſt, can moit engage, 
Sball ſteal your ear, and chain you to my ſong. 
Or if you fail me, know, the wiſe ſhi! taſte 
Thetruths, I fing ! the truths I fing ſhall feel; 
And, feeling, give afſent ; and their atient 
Is ample recompence ; is more than praiſe, 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield ! nor miſtake z 
Think not un-introduc'd I force my way; 
Narciſſa, not unknown, not unillay'd, 
By virtue, or by blood, illuſtrious youth ! 
To thee from blouming amaranthine bow'rs, 
Where all the I»>nguage harmony, ar ſcends 
Uncall'd, and aſks admittance» tor the muſe ; 
A muſe that will not paint thee with thy praiſe g 
Thy praiſe ſhe drops, by nobler ftil! inloir'd. 
O thou bleſt ſpirit ! whether the ſurreme, 


reat antemundane father! in whole orea ſt 
abr ercation, unborn being, dweli 
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And all its various revolutions roll'd 

Preſent, tho" future ; prior to themſelves ; 
Whoſe breath can blow it into nought againz 
Or from his throne ſome delegated pow'r, 
Who, ſtudious of our peace, doth turn the thought 
From vain and vile, to folid and ſublime ! 
Unſeen thou lead't me to delicious draughts 
Of inſpiration, from a purer ſtream, 

And fuller of the God, than that which burſt 
From fam'd Caſtalio: nor is yet allay'd 

My ſacred thirſt ; tho” long my ſoul has rang'd 
Thro' pleafing paths of moral, and divine, 

By thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the ſtars. 

By them bet lighted ate the paths of truth 
Nights are their days, their moſt illumin'd hours. 
By day. the foul, o'erborne by life's career, 
Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
Reels far from reaſon, joſiled by the throng. 

By diy the foul is paſſive, all her thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature, 

Zy night from objects free, from paſſion cool, 
Thoughts uncontrou}'d and unimpreſs'd the births 
Ot pure election arbitrary range, 

Not to the limits of one world confin'd ; 

But from ethereal travels light on earth, 

As voyagers drop anchor, for repoſe. 

Let Indians and the gay, like Indians, fond 

Of feather'd fopperies, the ſun adore; 

Darkneſs has more divinity for me 

It ſtrikes thought inward ; it drives back the ſoul 
To ſettle on herſelf, our point ſupreme ! . 
There lies our theatre ! there fits our judge. 
Darkneſs the curtain drops ofer life's dull ſcene x 
'Tis the kind hand of providence ftretch'd out 
Twixt man and vanity ; tis reaſon's reign 

And virtue's too; theſe tutelary ſhades 

Ate man's aſy lum from the taintedthrong. 

Night is the good man's friend, and guardian tco ; 
I no leſs reſcues virtue, than inſpizess 
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Virtue, for ever frail, as fair, below, 
Her tender nature ſuffers in the crowd, 
Nor touches on the world, without a ſtain : 
The world, infectious; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Something we thought, is blotted ; we reſolv'd, 
Is ſhaken ; we renounc'd, returns again. 
Each ſalutation may ſlide in a fin 
Unthought before, cr fix a former flaw, 
Nor is it ſtrange: light, motion, concourſe, noiſe, 
All, ſcatter us abroad; thought outward bousd, 
Neglect ful of our home affairs, flies off 
In fume and diſſipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the breaſt unguarded to the foe. 

Preſent example gets within our guard, 
And acts with double force, by few repe!l'd. 
Ambition fires ambition; love of gain 
Strikes, like a peſtilence, from breaſt to breaſt l 
Riot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe z 
And inhumanity is caught from man, 
From ſmiling man. A flight, a fingle glance, 
And ſhot at random, often has brought home 
A ſudden fever, to the throbbing heart, 
Of envy, rancour, or impure deſire, 
We ſce, we hear, with peril ; ſafety dwells 
Remote from multitade ; the world's a ſchool 
Of wrong, and what proficients ſwarm around ! 
We muſt or imitate, or diſapprove ; 
Mult liſt as their accomplices, or their foes ; 


That ſtains our innocence; this wounds our peace. 
From nature's birth, hence, wiſdom has been 


ſmit 

With ſweet receſs, and languiſh'd for the ſhade. 

This ſacred ſhade, and ſolitude, what is it? 
"Tis the felt preſence of the Deity. 

Few rc the faults we flatter when alone. 
V cee fings in her allurements, is unguitt, 
And looks like other objects, black by night. 
By night an athcifc halt- belicyes a God. 


O 


eee eee een 


Night v. The COMPLAINT. 79 


Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend; | 
The conſcious moon, thro? ev'ry diltant age, 
Has held a lamp to wiſdom, and let fall, 

On contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 

The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heav'n | 

Philoſophy the fair, to dwell with men, | 

And form their manners, not inflame their pride, | 

While o'er his head, as fearful to moleſt | 

His lab' ring mind, the ſtars in ſilence flide, | 

And ſeem all g2zing on their future gueſt, 

See him ſoliciting his ardeat ſuit 

In private audience : all the live-long night, 

Rigid in thought, and motionle's he ſtands 3 

Nor quits his theme, vr poſture, till the ſun 

(Rude drunkard, r fing roſy from the main!) 

Diſturbs his nobler intellectual beam 

And gives him to the tumult of the world, 

Hail, precious moments l ſtol'n from the black 
waſte 

Of murder d time l auſpicious midnight hail ! 

The world excluded ev'ry paſſion huſh'd, 

And open'd a calm intercourſe with heav'n, 

Here the ſoul fits in council; ponders paſt, 

Predeſtines future action; ſees, not feels, 

Tumultuous life, and reaſons with the ſtorm ; 

All her lies anſwers, and thiaks down her charm®e 

What awful joy! what mental liberty 
I amnot pent in darkneſs ; rather ſay 
If not too bold) in darkneſs I'm embow'r'd. 
Delightful gloom ! the eluſt ring thoughts around 
Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the hade; 

But droop by day and ficken in the ſun. 

Thought b rrows light elſewhere ; from that firſt 
Fountain of animation ! whence deſcends {| fire, 
Urania, my celeſtial gueſt ! who deigns 

Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean ; and now 

Conſcious how needful diſcipline to man, 


From pleaſing dalliance with the charms of night 
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My wandering thought recalls, to what excites 
For other beat of heart; Narciſſa's tomb 

Or is it feeble nature calls me back, 
And breaks my ſpirit into griet again ? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 
A cold, flow pudele, creeping thro' my veins ? 
Or is it thus with all men ?—thus with all. 
What are we ? how anequal ! now we ſoar, 
And nuw we fink ; to be the ſame, tranſcends 
Our preſent proweſs, dearly pays the foul 
Fot lodging ii; too dearly rents her clay, 
Reaſon a baffled counſeilor ! but adds 
The bluſh of weakneſs to the bane of woe, 
The nobleſt ſpirit fighting her hard fate, 
In this damp, duſky region, charg'd with ſtorms, 
But fecbly flutters, yet untaught to fly; 
Or flying, ſhort her flight, and ſure her fall, 
Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to riſe again; 
And not to yield, tho” beaten all our praiſe. 

Tis vain to ſeek in men for more than man. 
Ti o' p ud in promiſe, big in previous thoughts 
E peri: ice damps our triumph. I who late 
F mer ing from the ſhadows of the gra ve, 

W here grief detain'd me pris'ner, mounting high, 

Threw wide the gates of everlaſting diy, 

' And call'd mankind to glury, ſhook off pain, 

Mortality ſhook off in ether pure, 

And ſtruck the rs; now feel my fpirits fail ; 

They drop me from the zenith; down I ruſh, 

Like him whom ſable fledg'd with waxen wings, 

In ſorrow drown'd—but not, in forruv, loſt. 

How wretched is the man that never mourn'd ! 

I dive far precious pearl, in ſorrow's ſtream: 

Not fo the thoughtleſs man that only grieves 3 

Takes all the torment, and tejects the gain; 

(Ineftimable gain !) and gives heay'n leave 

To make him but more wretched, not more wiſe, 
If wifdem 18s our leffon (and what elte 


Eanobles man? What elſe have angels learnt ?) 
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Grief ! more proficients in thy ſcliool are made, 
Than genius, or proud learning e er could boaſt. 
Voracious learning, often over- fed, 

Digeſts not into ſenſe her motley meal. 

This book-caſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, 
This forager on others" wiſdem, leaves 

Her native farm, her reaſon quite untill'd. 
With mixt minute ſhe ſu frits the rank oily 
Dung'd but not dreſt ; and rich to beggary. 

A pomp unt:meable of weeds prevails, 


Her ſetvant's wealth incumber'd wiſdom mourns. p 
And what ſays genius ? “ Let the dull be wiſe. 
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong; 


And loves to boaſt, where bluſh men leſs inſpit d. 
It pleads ex-mption from the laws of ſenſe; 
Conſiders reaſon as a leveller ; 
And ſcorns to ſhare a bleſſing with the crowd. 
That wiſe it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To glory, and tc pleaſure gives the reſt. 
Craſſus but (]-eps, Ardelio is undone, 
Wiſiom leſs ſhudders at a fool, than wit. 

But wiſdom ſmiles when humbler mortals weep. 
When ſorrow wounds the breaft, as ploughs the 

glebe, 

And hearts obdurate feel her ſoft'ning ſhow*r ; 
Her ſeed celeſtial, then, glad wiſdom fows ; 
Her golden harveſt triumphs in her ſoil. 
If fo, Natciſſa! welcome my Relapſe ; 
III raiſe a tax on my calamity 
And reap rich compenſation from my pain. 
Vil range the p'enreous intellectual field; 
And gather ev'ry thought of ſov'reign pow'r 
To chaſe the modern maladics of man; 
Thoughts, which may bear tranſplanting to the 
Tho? natives f this coarſe penurious ſoil z [ ſkies, 
Nor wholly wither there, where ſeraphs ſing, 
Refin'd, ex4ited, not annull'd in beav'n 
Reaſon, the ſun that gives them birth, the ſame 
In either clime, tho more illuſtrious there, 
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Theſe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang'd, 
Shall form a garland for Narciſſa's tomb; 
Aad peradventure, of no fading flowers 
Say, on what themes ſhall dazzled choice de» 
ſcend ? e 
«© Th” importance of contemplating the tomb; 
© Why then declive it; ſuicide's foul birth ; 
© The various kinds of grief, the fau'ts of the age; 
& Ard death's dread character invite my ſong. 


And firfl, th' importance of our end ſurscy d. 
Friends counſel quick diſmiſſion of our grief, 
Miſtaken kindnets ! our hearts heal too ſoon. 

Are they more kind than he, who ſtruck the 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, [ blow ? 
And baniſh peace, till nobler gueſts arrive, 

And bring it back, a true and endleſs peace ? 
Calamities are friends : As glaring day 
Of theſe unnumber a luftres rob my fight z 
Proſperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, to man. 

The man how bleſt ! who, fick of gaudy ſcenes, 

(Scenes apt to thiuſt between us and ourſeives) 
Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk, 
Beneath death's gloomy, ſilent cypreſs ſhades, 
Unpierc's by vanity 's fantaſtic ray ; 
To read he monuments, to weigh his duſt, 
Viſit hi: vau'ts, and dwell among the tombs. 
Lorenzo | tied with me Narciſſa's tone 3 
(Narciſſa was thy fav'rite) let us read 
Her moral ſtone ; few doEtorz preach {> well; 
Few orators ſo tenderly can touch 
The feeling Heart. What pathos in the date 
Apt words can ſtrike ; and yet in them we ſce 
Faint images of what we, here, en y. 
What cauſe have we to build on length of life ? | 
'T<mptaticns ſeize, when fear is laid allecp z 
And ill forebeded is our ffronge {t cunid, 
See from her tomb as from an humble ſhrine, 
Truth, radiant goddeſs ! fallies on my ſoul, 


D. 
T 
A 
D 
L 
de 
A 
1 
N 
P 
1 
1 
1 
2 
Þ 
1 
4 
Y 
1 


4 Py 


Night v. The COMPLAINT. 83 


And puts deluſion's duſky train to flight ; 

Diſpels the miſt our tultry paſſions raiſe, 

From objeAs low, terreitria}, and ob cene; 

And ſhews the real ef imate of things; 

Which no mar, unaffiicted, ever law ; 

Pulls off the veil from virtue's riſing charms ; 
Detects temptation in a thovſand 11: s. 

Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves 
And all they bleed for as the ſummer's duft, 
Driv'n by the whirlwind : lizhted by ber beam? 
I widen my horizon, gin new pow'r's, 

vec things inviſible, feel things rem«.te, 

Am preſent with futurities; think nought 

To man fo foreign as the joys potſett; 

Nought ſo much his, as thoſe beyond the grove. 

Na folly keeps its colour in her ſight ; 

Pale worldly wiſtom loſes all her charms ; 

n pompous promiſe from her ſehemes protound, 
It tutore fate me plans, tis all in leaves, 
Like Sybyl, uniubitantial, fleeting bbs ! 
At the firſt blaſt it van ſhes in air. 
Not io, celettial * wouldſt thou know, Lorenzo! 
How ditfer wor diy wildom, and divine? 

aſt as the wanning, a! d the waxing moon. 

ore empty worldly w:1dom ev'ry Cay 
And ev'ry day moef ir her rival ſh.nes. 

When latter, there's |-\s time to play the fool, 
Soon our whole term for wiſdom is expir'd 

(Thou know'ft the ea'ls no council in the grave *) 
And ever laſting fool is writ in fr, 

Or real wiſdom waft3 us to the ikies, 

As worldly ſchemes reſemble Sybyl's leaves, 
The good man's 4ays to Sybyl's books compare, 
In antient tory reac, thou know? it the tale) 

In price il rihng, as s number leſe, 
Incittmable quiteth is final hour. 

For that who thrones can offer, offer thrones 
Iaſolvent worlds the purchaſe cannot pay. 
„Oh let me die His death! all nature crict 
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Then live his Hife“ All natute falters there. 
Our great phyfician daily to conſult, 

o commune with the grave, our only cure. 
What grave preſcribes the beſt ! A friend's, and 
From a friend's grave, how ſoon we diſengage!(yets 
Ev'n to the deareſt, as his marble cold. 

Why are friend raviſht from us ! tis to bind, 
By (oft aff: ction's tyes, on human hearts, 

The thought of death, which reaſon, too ſupine, 
Or mĩſemploy d, fo rarely faſtens there. 

Nor reaſon, nor affection, no nor both 

Combin'd can break the witcherafts of the wor'd, 
Rehold the inexorable hour at hand! 

Behold the inexorable hour forgot ! 

And to forget it, the chief aim of life, 

Tho' well to ponder it, is life's chief end. 

Is death, that ever threat ning, ne'er 

That all-important, and that only ſure, 

(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt ? 

Nay tho' invited by the loudeſt calls 

Ot blind imprudence, unexpected fill ? 

Tho' num'rous meſſengers are ſent before 
To warn his great arrival. What the cauſe, 
The wond'rous cauſe, of this myſterious ill? 
All heav'n looks down aftoniſh'd at the fight, 

Is it that life has ſown her joys ſo thick, 

We can't thruſt in a ſingle care between? 

Is it, that life has ſuch a ſwarm of cares, 

The thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 
Is it that time ſtrals on with downy teet, 

Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 
To-day is fo like yeſterday, it cheats; 

We take the lying ſiſter for the ſame, 

Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook 

Far ever changing, un perceiv'd the change. 

In the ſame brook none ever bath d him twice: 
To the ſame life none ever yet awoke. 

We call the brook the fame ; the fame we think 
Our liſe tho” ill more tapid in its flow 3 
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Nor mark the much irrecoverably I psd, 
And mingled with the ſea, Or ſhail we ſay, 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bea, us on 
That life is lik x veſſel on the itream ? 
In life embark d, we imooth y d wn the tide 
Of time deſcend, but not on time i tent; 
Amus d, unconſcious of th: gliv g wave ; 
Till on a ſudden we perceive a fhuck ; 
We ftart, awake, louk out; what ſee we ther ; 
Our brittle bark is burſt o Charon's fc . 

Is this the cauſe death ties all human thov gi ? 
Or is it judgment, ay che will Kruck blind 
That domineeting miſtreſs of the toul |! 
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Like him fo ſtrong by Delilah the fair! 


Or is it fear turns ſtartled reaſon ac, 

From looking down a precipice ſo ſteep ? 

"Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wiſely plac'd, | 
By nature conicious of the make f man. 

A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 

A flaming ſword to guard the tree of life. 

By that unaw'd, in life's moſt ſmiling bour, 
The good man would repine; would ſuffer joys, 
And burn impatient for his promis'd ſkres. 

The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 

Or gloom of Humour, would give rage the reign, 
Bound o er the barrier, ruſh into the dark, 

And mar the ſcenes of providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenz» ?—-furies! riſez 
And drown, in your leſs execrable yell, 
Britannia's ſhame. There took her gloomy flight 
On wing impetuous, 3 black ſullen ſoul, 
Blafted from hell, with horrid luſt of death. 

Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
So call'd, ſo thought—and then he fled the field 
Leſs baſe the fear of death, than fear of life, 

O Britain, infamous for ſuicide ! 

An iſland in thy manners! far disjoined 
From the whole world rationals befide 

In ambicat waves * thy polluted hꝛad 
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Waſh the dire ſtain, nor ſheck the continent. 

But thou be ſhock'd, while 1 detect the cauſe 
Of ſelf aſſault, expoſe the monſter's birth, 

And bid abhorrence hiſs it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diſtant ſun ; 
The ſun is innocent, thy clime abſclv'd ; 
Immortal climes kind nature never made. 

The cauſe I fing, in Eden might prevail, 

And proves, It is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The ſoul of man (let man in homage” bow, 
Who names his ſoul), a native of the ſkies ! 
High-born, and free, her freedom ſhould maintain, 
Unfold, unmortgag'd for earth's little bribes, 
Th' lluſtrious ſtranger, in this foreign land, 
Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity, 

Studious of home, and ardent to return, 

Of earth ſuſpicious, earth's enchanted cup 

Wirh cool :eferve light touching, ſhould indulge, 

On immortality, her godlike taſte | [ quet there. 

There take large draughts ! make her chief ban- 
But ſome reject his ſuſtenance divine; 

No beggarly vile appetites deſcend : 

Ask alms of earth, for gueſts that came from 

heaven ? 

Sink into ſlaves; and ſell, for preſent hire, 

Their rich reverfion, end (what ſhares its fate) 

Their native freedom, to the prince who ſways 

This nether world. And when his payments fail, 

When his foul basket gorges them no more, 

Or tbeir pall'd palates loath the basket full; 

Are inſtantly, with wild demoniac rage 

For breaking all the chains of providence, 

And burſting their confinement ; tho' faſt barr'd 

By laws divine and human? guarded ſtrong 

With horrors doubled to defend the paſs, 

The blackeft nature, or dire guilt can raiſe; 

And moited round with fathomleſs deſtruction, 

Dre te receive and whelm them in their fall. 
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Such, Britons ! is the cauſe, to you unknown, 
Or worſe ! o'erlook's ; o'erlook'd by magiſtrates, 
Thus criminals themſelves. I grant the deed 
Is madneſy | but the madneſs of the heart. 

And what is that? our utmott bound of guilt 

A ſenſual, unrefleQing, life, is big 

With monſtrous births, and ſuicide, to crown 

The black infernal brood. The bold to break 

Heav*n's law ſupreme, and deſperately ruſh 

Thro” ſacred nature's murder, on their own, 

Becau'e they never think of death, they die, 

"Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain, 

At once to ſhun, and meditate his end. 

When by the bed of languiſhment we fir, 

(The ſeat of wiſdom ! if our choice, not fate) 

Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguiſh hang, 

Wipe the cold dew, or ftay the finking head, 

Number their moments, and, in ev'ry clock, 

Start at the voice of an eternity ; 

See dim the lamps of life juſt feebly life 

And agonizing beam, at us togaze, 

Then fink again, and quiver into death, 

That moſt pathetic herald of cur own; 

How read we ſuch ſad ſcenes ? as ſent ro man 

In perfect vengeance ? No! in pity ſent, 

To melt him down, like wax, and then impreſs, 

Indelib e, death's image on his heart; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himſelf, 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we ſmile. 

The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. 

Our quick- returning folly cancels all; 

As the tide ruſhing raſes what is writ 

In yielding ſands, and ſmooths the letter'd hore, 
Lorenzo | haft thou ever weigh'd a figh ? 

Or ſtudy'd the philoſophy of tears? 

(A ſcience, yet, unleRur'd in our ſchools!) 

Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breaſt, 

And ſeen their ſcource ? It not, deſcend with me, 

And trace theſe briry riv'lety to their ſprings, 
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Our fun'ral tears, from diff*rent cauſes riſe. 
As if from ſep'rate ciſterns in the ſoul, 
Of various kinds, they flow. From tender hearts, 
By ſoft contagion call'd, ſome burſt at once, - 
And ftream obſequious to the leading eve. 
Some ask more time, by curious art diſtill'd, 
Some hearts in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 
Struck by the magic of the public eye, 
| Like Moſes' ſmitten rock, guſh out amain. 

Some weep to ſhare the fame of the deceas'd, 
So high in merit, and to them ſo dear. {| ſhare! | 
They dwell on praiſes, which they think they | 
And thus, without a bluſh, commend themſelves. 
Some — in proof that ſomething they could | 

ove ; 

They weep not to relieve their grief, but ſhew. 
Some weep in perfect juſtice to the dead, 
As conſcious all their love is in arrear. 
Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappris'd, 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the conqueſt of an eye. 
With what addreſs the ſoft Epheſians draw 
Their ſable net-work o'er entangled hearts? 
As ſeen thro' cryſtal, how their roſes glow, 
While liquid pearl runs tricklingdowntheircheek, 
Of hers not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, | 
Carouſing gems, herſelf diſſolv'd in love. 
Some weep at death, abſtracted from the dead, 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own deceaſes 
By kind conſtruction ſome are deem's to weep, 
Betauſe a decent Veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in earneſt, and yet weep in vain; 
As deep in indiſcretion, as in woe. 
Paſſion, blind paſſion! impotently pours 
Tears that deſerve more tears; while reaſon ſleeps, „ 
| Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcern'd; | x 

Nor comprehends the meaning of the ſtorm; 
Knows not it ſpeaks to her, and her alone. 

* | UTrrationals all forrow are beneath, 
That noble gift! that privilege of man 
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From ſorrow's pang, the birth of endleſs joy. 
Bat theſe are barren of that birth divine : 
And full as ſhort ! the cruel grief ſoon tam'd, 
They make a paſtime of the ttingleſs tale; 
Far as the deep reſounding knell, they ſpread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 
No grain of wiſdom pays them for their woe. 
Half-round the globe, the tears pumpt up by 
Are ſpent in wat' ring vanities of life; [death 
In making folly flouriſh ſtill more fair. 
When the fick ſoul, her wonted ſtay withdrawn, 
Reclines on earth, and ſorrows in the duſt; 
Inſtead of learning there her true ſupport, 
Tho' there thrown down her true ſupport to learny 
Without heav'n's aid impatient to be bleſt, 
She crawls to the next ſhrub, or bramble vile, 
Tho' from the ſtately cedar's arms the fell : 
With ſtale, foreſworn embraces, clings anew, 
The ſtranger weds, and bloſſoms, as before, 
In all the fruitleſs fopperies of life : 
Preſents her weed, well fancied, at the ball, 
And raffles for the death's-head on the ring» 
So wept Aurelia, till the deſtin'd youth 
Stept in with his receipt for making ſmiles, 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clariſſa's fate 
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth! 
Not ſuch, Narciſſa, my diſtreſs for thee, 
Fl make an altar of thy ſacred tomb, 
To ſacrifice to wiſdom.— What waft thou 
« Young, gay, and fortunate l“ Each yields a 
theme. 
I'll dwell on each, to ſhun thought more ſevere ; 
(Heav'n knows I labour with ſeverer fill!) 
In dwell on each, and quite exhauſt thy death, 
A foul without reflectiqn, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 
And firſt, thy youth. What ſays it to grey hairs? 
Narciſſa, I'm become thy pupil now 
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Early, bright, tranſient, chaſte, as morning dew, 


She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heav'n. 
Time on this head has ſnow'd ; yet ſtill'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with ſhame I ſpeak it, age ſevere 

Old worn out vice ſets down for virtue fair; 
With graceleſs gravity chaſtifing youth, 

That youth chaſtis'd ſurpaſſing in a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulneſs of death : 

As if, like objects prefſiing on the fight, 

Death had advanc'd too near us to be ſeen : 

Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right; 
And men might plead preſcription from the grave: 
Deathleſs, from repetition of reprieve. 
Deathleſs? far from it! ſuch are dead already 
'Their hearts are bury'd, and the world's their 


grave. 

Tell me, ſome god! my guardian angel! tell, 
What thus infatuates ? what enchantment plants 
The phantom of an age twixt us and death: 
Already at the door ? He knocks, we hear him 
And yet we will nor hear. What mail defends 
Our untouch'd hearts ? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thouſand qui- 
Is daily darted, and is daily ſhun'd ? [vers 
We ſtand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 

Around as falling ; wounded oft ourſelves ; 
Tho' bleeding with our wounds, immortal ſtill! 
Me ſee time's furrows on another's brow, 

And death intrench'd, preparing his aſſault ; 
How few themſelves, in that juſt mirror, ſee } 
Or, ſeeing, draw their inference as ſtrong ! 
There death is certain; doubtful here: he muſt, 
And ſoon; we may, within an age, expire. 
Tho? grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are 


green; : 
Like damag'd clocks, whoſe hand and bell diſſent; 
Folly fings fix, while nature points at twelve. 
Abſurd longevity | more, more, it cries: 


More life, more wealth, mere traſh of ev'ry kind, 


* 


1 n _” wm * — a _— 


4 


Night V. The COMPLAINT. 91 


And wherefore mad for more, when reliſh fails; 
Object and appetite, muſt club for joy; 

Shall folly labour hard to mend the bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that ftrike us from without, 
While nature is relaxing ev'ry ſtring ? 

Aſk thought for joy; grow rich, and hoard within, 
Think you the ſoul, when this life's rattles ceaſe, 
Has nothing of more manly to ſucceed ? 
Contract the taſte immortal; learn ev'a now 
To reliſh what alone ſubſiſts hereafter. 

Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Of age the glory is, to wiſh to die. 

That with is praiſe and promiſe; it applauds 
Paſt life, and promiſes our future bliſs. 

What weakneſs ſee not children in their fires P 
Grand-climaQterical abſurdities ! 

Grey-hair'd authority, in faults of youth, 
How ſhocking ! it makes folly thrice a fool; 
And our firſt childhood might our laſt deſpiſe. 
Peace and eſteem is all that age can hope. 
Nothing but wiſdom gives the firſt ; the laſt 


Nothing, but the repute of being wile. 


Folly bars both; our age is quite undone 
What folly can be ranker ? like our ſhadows 
Our wiſhes lengthen : as our ſun declines. 
No with ſhould loiter, then, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts ſhould leave the world, before the kne}jl 
Calls for our carcaſes to mend the ſoil. 
Enough to live in tempeſt, die in port : 
Age ſhould fly concourſe, cover in retreat 
DefeQs of Judgment, and the will's ſubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent, ſolemn ſhore 
Of that vaſt ocean it muſt fail ſo ſoon ; 
And put good works on board; and wait the wind 
That ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown. 
If unconſider'd too, a dreadful ſcene ! 
All ſhould be prophets to themſelves ; foreſce 
Their future fate; their future fate fore ta fte 
This art would waſte the bitterneſs of death. 
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The thought of death alone, the fear deſtroys. 
A dit utect on to that precious thought 

1: .1; han midnight darkneſs on the foul, 
V/!...1 eps beneath it, on a precipice, 
ot by the firſt blaſt, and loft for ever. 

at af, Lorenzo, why fo warmly preſt, 

Py ret»! - on hammer'd on thin ear 
Trc.ny:ghtofdeath?That thought is the machine 
Th-4rin imachine! That heaves us from the duſt, 
err us into men. That thought ply'd home, 
WW nn reduce the ghaſtly precipice 

C'er -anging Hell, will ſoften the deſcent, 

Ar. g«ntly f1 pe our paſſage to the grave: 

H. warmly 16 be wiſht ! what heart of fleſh 

W. ald trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes? 
Vawn o'er the fate of infinite? what hand, 

Pay ond the blackeſt brand of cenſure bold, 

(To ſpeake a la::3uage too well known to thee) 
Would at a moment give its all to chance, 

And ſtamp the die for an eternity? 

Aid me, Narciſis! aid me to keep pace 
With Deftiny ; and ere her ſciſſars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Ot moral death, that ties me to the world, 
Sting thou my flumb ring reaſon to ſend forth 
A thought of obſervation on the foe; 

To ſally, and ſurvey the rapid march 

Ot his ten thouſand meſſengers to man ; 
Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all. 
All accident apart, by nature fign'd, 

My warrant is gone out, tho' dormant yet; 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 

Muſt I then forward only look tor death? 
Backward I turn mine eye, and find him there, 
Man is a ſelf-ſurvivor of ev'ry year. a 
Man, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death's a deſtroyer of quotidian prey. 

My youth, my noon-tide, his; my yeſterday ; 
The bold invader ſhares the preſeat hour. 
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Each moment on the former ſhuts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreaſe ; 

A cradles rock us nearer to the tomb, 

Our birth is nothing but our death begun ! 


As tapers waſte, that initant they take fire, 


Shall we then fear, leſt that ſhould come to paſs, 
Which comes to paſs each moment of our lives? 
If fear we muſt, let that death turn us pale, 
Which murders *rength and ardour; what remains 
Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 
Ye partners of my fault, and my decline! [knell 
Thoughtleſs of death, but when your neighbour's 
(Rude viſitant!) knocks hard at your dull ſenſe, 
And with it's thunder ſcarce obtains your ear 
Be death your theme in ev'ry place and hour 
Nor longer want, ye monumental fires ! 

A brother tomb to tell you, you ſhall die. 
That death you dread {fo great is nature's ſkill!) 
Know, you ſhall court, before you ſhall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd ; in volumes, deep you fit z 
In wiſdom, ſhallow : Pompous ignorance ! 
Would you be ſtill more learned, than the learn'd? 
Learn well to know howmuch neednot be known, 
And what that knowledge, which impairs your 

ſenſe. 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field ; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 
You ſcorn what lies before you in the page 
Of nature and experience, moral truth ! 
Of indiſpenſable, eternal fruit ! 
Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods ; 
And dive in ſcience for diſtinguiſh'd names, 
Diſhoneſt ſomentation of your pride; 
Sinking in virtue, as you riſe in fame, 
Your learning, like the lunac beam, affords 
Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout, 
Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines, 
Awake, ye curious indagators fond 


Of knowing all, but what avails you known; 
f you would learn death's character, attend. 

All cafts of conduct, all degrees of health, 

All dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 

Together ſhook in his impartial urn, 

Come forth at random: or if choice is made, 

The choice is quite ſarcaſtic, and inſults 

All bold 3 and fond hopes of man. 

What countleſs multitudes, not only leave, 

But deeply diſappoint us, by their deaths 

Tho” great our ſorrow, greater our ſurprize. 
Like other tyrants, death delights to ſmite, 

What, ſmitten, moſt proclaims the pride of pow'r, 

And arbitrary nod. His joy ſupreme, 

To bid the. wretch ſurvive the fortunate ; 

The feeble wrap th' athletic in his ſhroud ; 

And weeping fathers build their children's tomb; 

Me thine, Narciſſa W hat tho” ſhort thy date? 

Virtue, not rolling ſuns, the mind matures. 

That life is long, which anſwers life's great end. 

The time that bears no fruit, deſerves no name; 

The man of wiſdom is the man of years, 

In hoary youth Methuſalems may die; 

O how miſdated on their flatt'ring tombs ! 
Narcifia's youth has leQtur'd me thus far. 

And can her gaiety give counſel too ? 

That, like the Jes" fam d oracle of gems, 

Sparkles inſtruction; ſuch as throws new light, 

And opens more the character of death, 

Ill known to thee, Lorenzo! this thy vaunt: 

4 Give death his due, the wretched, and the old; 

« Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiſh to the grave; , 

«© Let him not violate kind nature's laws, : 

- But x — _ to live, as well as die. 
retched and old thou giv'ſt hin; young and 

He takes; and plunder is a — Fg * 

What if I prove, © the fartheſt from the fear, 

Are often neareſt to the fircke of fate) 
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All, more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers ſhould emit a flame, 
Glad fpirits ſparkled from Narciſſa's eye, 
And made youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war, 
For this offence, as treaſon to the deep 
Inviolable ſtupor of his reign, 
Where luſt, and turbulent ambition, fleep, 
Death took ſwift vengeance. As he life detefts, 
More life is ſtill more odious; and, reduc'd 
By conqueſt, aggrandizes more his pow'r, 
But wherefore aggrandiz'd ? By heaven's decree, 
To plant the foul on her eternal guard, 
In awful expectation of our end. (fog 
Thus runs death's dread commiſſion ; - ftrike but 
«© As moſt alarms the living by the dead.” 
Hence ſtratagem delights him, and ſurpriſe, 
And cruel ſport with man's ſecurities, 
Not fimple conqueſt, triumph is his aim; 
And where leaſt fear'd, there conqueſt triumphs 
molt ; 
This proves my bold aſſertion not too bold. 
What are his art: to lay our fears aſleep ? 
Tiberian arts his pu p -ſes wrap up 
In deep diſſimulation s darkeſt night. 
Like princes unconfeſt in foreign courts, 
Who travel under cover, death aſſumes 
The name and look of life, and dwells among us 
He takes all ſhapes that ſerve his black deſigns : 
Tho” maſter of a wider empire far 
Than that, o'er which the Roman eagle flew ; 
Like Nero, he's a fiddler, charioteer, 
Or drives his phaeton, in female guiſe; 
Quite unſuſpected, till, the wheel beneath, 
His difarray'd oblation he devours. 
He moſt affects the forms leaſt like himſelf, 
His fender ſelf, Hence burly corpulence 
In his ſamiliar wear, and fleck diſzuiſe, 
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Behind the roſy bloom he loves to lurk, 

Or ambuſh in a ſmile; or wanton dive 

In dimpies deep love's eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and finie them in deſpair. 
Such, on Narciſſa's couch, he loiter'd long 
Unknown; and, when detected, ſtill was ſeen 
To imile : ſuch peace has innocence in death ! 
Moſt happy they whom leaſt his arts deceive, 
One eye on death, and one full fix'd on Heav' ny 
Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 

Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy, 
I've ſeen, or drearat I ſaw, the tyrant dreſs; 
Lay by his horrors, and put on his ſmiles. 

Say muſe, for theu remember ſt, call it back, 
And ſhew Lorenzo the ſurprifing ſcene ; 

1f 'twas a dream, his genius can explain. 
'Twas in a circle of the gay I ſtood. 

Death would have enter'd ; nature puſhed him 
Supported by a doctor of renown, (back; 
His point he gain d. Then artfully diſmiſs'd 
The ſage; for death deſign'd to be conceal d. 
He gave an old vivacious uſurer 

His meagre aſpect and his naked bones; 

In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 

A pamper d ſpendthrift ; whoſe fantaſtic air, 
Well-faſhioned figure, and cockaded brow, 

He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of coftly linen tuc d nis filthy ſhreud. 

His orooked bow he ſtraiten'd to a cane; 

And his hi deadly ſhafts in Myra's eye. 

The dreadful maſquerader, thus equipt, 
Curt-ſallies on adventures. Aſk you where? 
Where is he not? For his peculiar haunts, 
Let this ſuffice ; Sue as night follows day, 


world, 
hen pleaſure treads the paths whichreaſonſhuns, 
hen, again reaſon, riot ſhuts the door, 


And guiety ſupplies the place of ſenſe, 


Death treads in pleaſure's footſteps round the 
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Then, foremoſt at the banquet, and the ball 

Death leads the dance or ſtamps the deadly die 3 

Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 

Gaily carouſing to his gay compeers, 

Only he laughs, to ſee them laugh at him, 

At abſent far: and when the revel burns, 

When fear is baniſh'd, and triumphant thought, 

Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 

Againſt him turmsthe key, and bids him ſup 

With their progenitors —He dreps his maſk ; 

Frowns out at full, they ſtart, deſpair, expire. 
Scarce with more ſudden terror and ſurpriſe, 

From his black maik of nitre, touch'd by fire, 

He burfts, expands, roars, blazes and devours. 

And is not this triumphant treachery, 

And more than fimple conqueſt, in the friend? 
And new, Lorenzo, doſt thou wrap thy foul 

In ſoft ſecurity, becauſe unknown 

Which momentis commiſſioned to deſtroy ? 

In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 

Is death uncertain ? Therefore thou be fix d; 

Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear, 

All expectation of the coming foe. 

Roufe, ſtand in arms, nor lean againſt thy ſpear ; 

Left ſlumber teal one moment o er thy foul 

And fate ſurpriſe thee nodding. Watch, be ſtrong; 

Thus give each day the merit, and renown, 

Of dying well, tho' doom'd but once to die. 

Nor let life's period hidden fas from moſt) 

Hide too from thee the precious uſe of life, 
Early, not ſudden, was Narciſſa's fate. 

Soon, not ſurprifing, death his viſit paid. 

Her thought went forth to meet him on his way, 

Nor gaiety forgot it was to die. 

Tho? fortune too (our third and final theme) 

As an accomplice play'd her gaudy plumes, 

And ev'ry glitt'ring gewgaw on her tight, 

To dazzle, and debauch it from its mary. 


Death 's dreadful advent is the mark of may, 
; F 
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And ev'ry thought that miſſes it, is blind, 

Fortune, with youth and gaiety, conſpir' d 

To weave a triple wreath of happineſs, 

If happineſs on earth, to crown her brow. 

And could death charge thro' ſuch a ſhining ſhield? 

That ſhining ſhield invites the tyrant's ſpear, 

As if to damp our elevated aims, 

And ftrongly preach humility to man, 

O how portentuous is proſperity ! 

How, comet-like, it threatens, while it ſhines ! 

Few years but yield us proof of death's ambition, 

To cull his victims from the faireſt fold, 

And ſheath his ſhafts in all the pride of life. 

Whea flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 

Wich recent honours, bloom'sd with ev ry bliſs, 

Set up in oſtentation, made the gaze, 

The gaudy centre, of the public eye, 

When fortune thus has dropt her child in air, 

Snatch'd from the covert of an humble ſtate, 

How often have I ſeen him dropt at once, 

Our morning's envy, and our evening's ſigh ! 

As if her bounties were the ſignal giv'n, 

The flow'ry wreath to mark the ſacrifice, 

And call death's arrows on the deſtin'd prey. 
High fortune ſeems in cruel league with fate. 

Aſk you for what ? To give his war on man 

"The deeper dread and more illuſtrious ſpoil 

Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 

And burns Lorenzo till for the ſublime 

Of life? to hang his airy neſt on high, 

On the flight timber of the topmoſt bough, 

Rocks at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 

Granting grim death at equal diftance there; 

Yet peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 

What makes man wretched ? happineſs deny d? 

Lorenzo! no: 'tis happineſs diſdain'd. 

She comes too meanly dreſt to win our ſmile ; 

And calls herſelf Content, a homely name: 

Our flame is tranſpert, and ceateat our ſcors. 
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And weds a toil, a tempeſt, in her ſtead 3 
A tempeſt to warm tranſport near a-kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal ſtate admits 
Life's modeſt joys we ruin, while we raiſes 


And all our extafies are wounds to peace z 


Peace, the full portion of mankind below : 
And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth 
Of fortune fond, as thoughtleſs of thy fate 
As late I drew death's picture, to ſtir up 
Thy wholeſome fears, now drawn in contraſt, ſes 
Gay fortune's, thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air, the ſportive goddeſs hangs, 
Unlocks her caſket, ſpreads her glitt'ring ware, 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
All ruſh rapacious; friends o'er trodden friends; 
Sons oer their fathers, ſubjeQs o'er their kings, 
Prieſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still more ador d) to ſnatch the golden ſhow'r. 
Gold glitters moſt, where virtue ſhines no more; 
As ftars from abſent ſuns have leave to ſhine, 
O what a precious pack of votaries, 
Unkennell'd from the priſons and the ſtews, 
Pour in, all op'ning in their idol's praiſe ! 
All, ardent eye, each wafture of her hand, 
And wide expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morſel on morſel ſwallow'ddown unchew'd, 
Untaſted, thro' mad appetite for more; 
Gorg's to the throat, yetlean and rav'nous till, 
Sagacious all, to trace the ſmalleſt game, 
And bold to ſeize the greateſt, If (bleſt chance) 
Court-zephyrs ſweetly breathe, they launch, they 
O'er juſt o'er ſacred, all forbidding ground (fly, 
Drunk with the burning ſcent of place or pow'r, 
Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 
Or, if for men you take them, as 1 mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates ſurvey, 


With ais miſmeaſurd', and impetuous ſpec, 
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Ambition turns, and ſhuts the door againſt her, 


Some darting, ſtrike their ardent wiſh far off, |... 
Thro' fury to poſſeſs it: ſome ſucceed 17 
But ſtumble, and let fall the taken pri te; | O. 
From ſome, by ſudden blaſts tis whirl'd away, 18 
And lodg'd in boſoms that ne er dream'd of gain I T1 
To ſome it ſticks ſo cloſe, that when torn off, At 
Torn is the man and mortal is the wound. = Te 
Some o'er enamour'd of their bags, run mad, Ne 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread, & | 
Together ſome (unhappy rivals !) ſeize, 3 ©, 
And rend abundance into poverty, | | 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and ſmiles ; W. 
Smiles too the goddeſs ; but ſmiles moſt at thoſe He 
( Juſt victims of exorbitant dehre !) In) 
Who periſh at their own requeſt, and whelm'd 
Reneath her load of laviſh grants, expire. All 
Fortune is famous for her numbers flain. Can 
The number ſmal!, which happinefs can bear. Fix 
Tho' various for a while their fates; at laſt Roi 
One curſe involves them all: at death's approach, Flo: 
| All read their riches backward into loſs, | 80 b 
And mourn in juſt proportion to their ſtore, The 
1 And death's approach (if orthodox my ſang) ' | To 
{ Ts haſten'd by the lure of fortune's ſmiles, The 
And art thou till a glutton of bright gold? Unt. 
| And art thou fill rapacious of thy ruin? She 
| Death loves a ſhining mark, a fignal blow; And, 
A blow which, while it executes, alarms ; In fu 
And ſtartles thouſands with a fingle fall. N.w 
As when ſome ſtately growth of oak, or pine, The 
Which nods aloft, and proudly ſpreads her ſhade, And 
The ſun's defiance, and the flocks defence; A tea 
By the ſtrong ſtrokes of labouring hinds ſubdu'd, ow 
Loud groans her lat, and ruſhing from her height, The « 
Iz cumb-oys rain thunders to the ground : Has t 
| i The conſtyous foreſt trembles at the ſhock, Gbr. 
nc 


And hill, and fiream and 2iRtant dale, reſound 
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Theſe high aim'd darts of death, and theſe alone 
Should I collect, my quiver would be full. g 
A quiver, which, ſuſpended in mid air, 
Or near heaven's archer in the zodiac hung 

So could it bs) ſhould draw the public eye, 

he gaze and concemplation of mankind” 

A conttellation awful, yet benign, 

To guide the gay thro' life's tempeſtuous wave j 
Nor iuffer them to ſtrike the common rock, 
& From greater danger to grow more ſecure, 
4 And wrapt in happineſ s, forget their fate. 

Lyſander, happy paſt the common lot, 

Was warn'd of danger, but too giy to fear. 

He woo'd the fair Aſpaſia : ſhe was kind; 

In youth, form, fortune, tame they both were 
bleſt : 

All who knew, envy d; yet in envy lov'd: 

Can fancy form more finiſh'd happine!s ! 

Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her ſtately dome 

Roſe on the ſounding beach. The glitt' ring ſpires 

Float in the wave, and break againit the ſhore : 

So break thoſe glitt'ring ſhadov s, human joys. 


The faithleſs morning ſmil'd : he takes his leave, 
To re-embrace in extaſigs, ⁊te ve. 


The rifing ſtorm forbids, The news arrives: 
Untold ſhe ſaw it in her ſervant's eye. 

She felt it ſeen (her heart was apt to feel ;) ö 
And, drown'd, w thout the furious ocean's aid, 
In ſuffocating ſorrows ſhares his tomb. 

N.w, round the ſumptuous, bridal monument, 
The guilty billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough failor paſſing, drops a tcat- 

A tear? Can tears ſuffice But not for me. 
How vain eur efforts! and our arts how vain ! 
The diſtant train of thought 1 took, to ſhun, 

Has thrown me on my fate Theſe dy'd together 
Happy in ruin ! undivorc'd by death | 

Or ne er to meet, or ne er to part, is peace 
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Narciffa! pity bleeds at thought of thee. 

Yet thou waſt only near me; not myſelf. 

Survive myſelf? That cures all other woe. 

Narciſſa lives; Philander is forgot. 

O the ſoft commerce! O the tender ties, 

Cloſe-twiſted with the fibres of the heart ! 

Which, broken, break them; and drain off the 
ſoul 

Of human joy; and make it pain to live 

And is it then to live? When ſuch frienos part, 

Tis the ſurvivor dies—My heart! no more. 


NIGHT the SIXTH. 
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| IN FIDEL RECLAIMED, 


IN TWO PARTS 


Containing the Nature, Proof, and Importance, of 


IMMORTALITY. 


PART THE FIRST. 


Where among other things, Gon v and Ricugs 
are particularly conſidered, 


Humbly Inſcribed to the Right Hon. 


HENRY PELHAM. 


Firſt Lord Commiſſioner of the Treaſury, and 
Chancellor of the Exchgguer. ; 


e 


cer. 

EW ages have been deeper in diſpute about reli- 

gion, than this. The diſpute ab-ut religion, and 
tbe prattice of it, ſeldom go together. The ſhorter tpere- 
fore, tbe diſpute, the better. I think it may be re- 
duced to this Angle queſtion, Is man immortal, »- 
Is he not ? If be is not, eil our diſputes are mere 
amuſements, or trials of Hill. In this caſe, truth, 
reaſon, religion, which gave our diſcourſes juch pomp 
and ſolemnity, are (as will be ſberun, mere empty 
ſounds, — 2 any meaning in them, But if man 
is immortal, it will bebove bim to be very ſerious 
about eternal 8 ; er in other wordt, to be 
truly religious. And this greet fundamental truth, 
unefiabliſhed, er unawaken'd in the minds of men, 
is, I concieve, the real ſource and ſupport of all aur 
infideliy 3 bow remote ſoever the particular objec- 
tions advanced may ſeem to be from it. 

Senfible appearances affect moſt men much more 
than abſtract reaſonings ; and we daily 2 bodies 
drop around us, but the ſoul is inviſible, power 
which inclination bas over the judgment, is greater 
than can well be conceived by thoſe chat have net 
bad an experience it; * of what numbers ig ie 
the ſad intereſt, that ſouls ſhould not ſurvive ! The 4 pri 
beathen world confeſſed that they rather boped, than 4g. 
firmly believed, immortality ! And bow many bea- 
thens have wwe fill among us ! the ſacred page aſſures 
| ws, that life and immortality is brought to light | 
the goſpel : But by bow many is the goſpel rejected, 
er overlcoked ! From theſe confiderations, and from 
being accidentally privy to the ſentiments of ſome par- 
ticular perſons, I bave been long perſuaded, that 
moſt, if not all, our infidels (whatever name they 
take, and whatever ſcheme for argument's ſahe, 
and to keep themſelves in countenance, they patronize 
are ſupported in their deplorable error, by ſome 
doubt of their immortality, at the bottom. And I am 


ſatisfied, that men ence thoroughly convinced of their 
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Anmortality, are not far from being chriſtians, For 
it is bard to conceive, that a man fully conſcious 
eternal pain or happineſs will certainly he bis let: 
ſhould not earneflly and impartially, inquire after 
the ſureft means o eſcaping yg and ſecuring the 
ether. And of ſuch an earneft and impartial inquiryy 
I well know the conſequence. 

Here therefore, in proof of this moſt fundamental 
truth. ſcme plain arguments are offered ; arguments 
derived from Ne which infidels admit in com- 
mon with believers ; arguments which appear to me 
altogether irrefiſtible ; and ſuch as, I am ſatisfied, will 
bave great weight with all, who give themſebves 
the ſmall trouble of looking ſeriouſly into their own 
Ju and of obſerving, with any tolerable degree 

attention, wwhat daih paſſes round about them in 
the world, 

If fome a ents ſhal! here occur, which others 
bave declined, they are bere ſubmitted, with all 
deference, to better judgments in this, of all points, 
the mo impertant. For as to the being of a God, 
that is no. diſputed ; but it is undijputed fer 
this reaſon only ; viz. Becauſe where the leafs pre- 
rence to reaſon is admitted, it muſt for ever be indij- 

potable, and of conſequence no man can be betrayed 
inte 4 diſpnte of that nature by wanity, which tas 
a principal ſhare in animating our — 2 combatants 


againſt ether articles of our belief, 
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SN (for I know not yet her name in heav'n) 
Not early, like Narcitia, left the ſcene ; 
Nor ſudden, like Philander. What avail? ' 
This ſeeming mitigation but inflames 
This fancy'd med'cine heightens the diſeaſe. 
The longer known, the cloſer fill the grew ; 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 

"Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts, 
By tardy preſſure's ſtill-increaſing weight, 

From hardeſt hearts, confeſſion of diſtreſs, 


O the long, dark approach thro' years of pain, 


Death's g:ll'xy (might I dare call it fo) 

With diſmal doubt, and ſable terror, hung; 
Sick hope's pale lamp, its only glimm'ring ray ; 
There fate my melancholy walk ordain d, 
Forbid ſelf- love itſelf to flatter, there, 

How oft I gaz'd prophetically fad : 

Ho oft I ſaw her dead, while yet in ſmiles; 
In ſmiles ſhe ſunk her grief to leſſen mine, 
She ſpoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain, 
Like pow'rful armies trenching at a town, 

By flow, and filent, but refiſtleſs ſap, 

In his pale progreſs gently gaining ground, 
Death urg'd his deadly fiege in ſpite of art, 
Of all the balmy bleſſings nature lends 

To ſuccour frail humanity. Ye ftars ! 

(Not now firſt made familiar to my fight) 

And thou, Q moon; bear witneſs many a nigh 
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He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 
Ty'd down my fore attention to the ſhock, 
By ceaſcleſs depredations on a life 
Dearer than he left me. Dreadful poſt 
Of obſervation ! darker every hour 
Leſs dread the day that drove me tothe brink, 
And pointed at eternity below ; 
When, my foul ſhudder'd at futurity : 
When on a moment's point, the important dye 
Of life and death ſpun doubtful ere it fell, 
And turn'd up life; my title to more woe, 
But why more woe ? More comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wiſh'd to die! 
Nothing is dead, but wretchedneſs and pain 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'a, gall'd, 
Block d up the paſs, and barr'd from real life 
Where dwells that wiſh moſt ardent of the wiſe ? 
Too dark the ſun to ſee it ; higheſt ftars, 
Too low to reach it; death, great death alone, 
Oer ſtars and ſun, triumphant, lands us there. 
Nor dreadful our tranfition ; tho' the mind, 
An artiſt at creating ſelf-alarms, 
Rich in expedients for inquietude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death's portrait true? the tyrant never ſat. 
Our ſketch all random ftrokes, conjecture all; 
Cloſe ſhuts the grave, nor tells one fingle tale. 
Death, and his image riſing in the brain, 
Bear faint reſemblance ; never are alike ; 
Fear ſhakes the pencil; fancy loves excels : 
Dark ignorance is laviſh of her ſhades : 
And theſe the formidable pictures draw. 
But grant the worſt ; tis paſt; new proſpe@s 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. [rife ; 
Far other views our contemplation claim, 
Views that o'erpay the rigours of our life; 
Views that ſuſpend our agonies in death. 
Wrapt in the thought of immortality, 


Wrapt in the fingle, 33 thoughts 
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Long life might lapſe, ace unperceiv'd come on; 
And find the ſoul unſated with her theme. 
Its nature, pruof, importance, fire my fong, 
O that my ſong could emulate my foul : 
Like her immortal, Nol— the foul diſdains 
A mark ſo mean; far nobler hope inflames ; 
If endleſs ages can outweigh an hour, 
Let not the laurel, but the palm, inſpire. 

Thy nature immortality : who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not ? it is but life 
In ftronger thread of brighter colour ſpuu, 
And ſpun forever ; dipt by cruel fate 
In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle here ; 
How ſhort our correſpondence with the ſun ! 
And while it laſts, inglorious ! our beſt deecs, 
How wanting in their weight: our higheſt joys, 
Small cordials to ſupport us in our pain, 
And give us ſtrength to ſuffer. But how great 
To mingle int' reſts, converſe, amities, 
With all the ſons of reaſon, ſcatter'd wide 
Thro' habitable ſpaces, where-ever born, 
Howe'er endow d; to live free citizens 
Of univerſal nature; to lay hold 
By more than feeble faith on the ſupreme! 
To call heav'n's rich unfathomable mines 
(Mines which ſupport archangels in their ſtate) 
Our on: to riſe in ſcience, as in bliſs, 
Initiate in the ſecrets of the ſkies : 
To read creation read its mighty plan 
Ir the bare boſom of the Deity : 
The plan, and execution, to collate : 
To ſee, before each glance of piercing thought, 
All cloud, all ſhadow, blown remote; and leave 
No myſtery but that of love divine, 
Which lifts us on the ſeraph's flaming wing, 
From earth's Aceldama, this field of blood, 
Of inward anguiſh, and of outward ill, 
From darkneſs and from duſt, to ſuch a ſcene : | 
Love's element; true joys illuſtrious home 
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og? 
From earth's ſad contraſt (now deplor'd) more 
fair! ' 
What exquiſitive viciſſitude of fate! 
Bleſt abſolution of our blackeft hour 
Lorenzo, theſe are thoughts that make man, 
The wiſe illumine, aggrandize the great. man, 
How great (while yet we tread the Kindred clod, 
And ev'ry moment fear to fink beneath 
The clod we tread; ſoon trodden by our ſons) 
How great, in the wild whirl of time's purſuits, 
To ftop, and pauſe, involv'd in high preſage, 
Thro' the long viſto of a thouſand years, 
To ſtand contemplating our diſtant ſelves, 
As iu a magnifying mirror ſeen, 
Enlarg'd, enobled, elevate, divine! 
To propheſy our own futurities ? 
To gaze in thought on what all thought tran- 
To talk with fellow-candidartes, of joys | ſcends! 
As far beyond conception, as deſert, 
Ourſelves the aſtoniſh d talkers, and the tale 
Lorenzo, ſwells thy boſom at the thought ? 
The ſwell becomes thee : tis an honeft pride. 
Revere thyſelf j and yet thyſelf deſpiſe. 
His nature no man can o' er- rate; and none 
Can under- rate his merit. Take good heed, 
Nor there be modeſt, where thou ſhouldſt be 
That almoſt univerfal error ſhun. proud ; 
How juſt ourpride,when we behold thoſe heights! 
Not thoſe ambition paints in air, but thoſe 
Reaſon points out, and ardent virtue gains g 
And angels emulate ; our pride how juſt ! 
When mount we? When theſe ſhackles caft ? 
| When quit 
This cell of the creation ? this ſmall neſt, 
Stuck in a corner of the univerſe, 
Whrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-fpun air ? 
Fine-ſpun to ſenſe ; but groſs and feculent 
To ſouls celeftial; ſouls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambraſial gales, and _ a purer ſky; 


| 
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Greatly triumphant on tune's farther ſhore, 
Where virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrcar:; 
While pomp imperial begs an alms of peace. 
In empire high, or in proud ſcience deep, 
Ye born of earth ! on what can you confer, 
With half the dignity, with half the gain, 
The guſt, the glow of rational delight, 
As on this theme, which angels praiſe and ſhare? 
Man's fates and favours arc a theme in heav'n, 
What wretched repetition cloys us here! 
What periodic potions for the fick ! 
Diſtemper'd bodies ! and diftemper'd minds 
In an eternity what ſcenes ſhall ffrike ! 
Adventures thicken ! novelties ſurpriſe ! 
What webs of wonder ſhall unrave], there 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven, 
And light ch Almighty's footfieps in the deep! 
How thall the bleſſed day of our diſcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate, 
And ſtraighten its incxtricable maze ! 
If inextinguiſhable thirſt in man 


To know; how rich, how full, our banquet there! 


There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world material lately ſeen in ſhades, 
And inthoſe ſhades, by fragments only ſeen, 
And ſeen thoſe fragments by the lab'ring eye, 
Unbroken, then, illuſtrious, and entire, 

Its ample ſpþere, its univerſal frame, 

In full dimenſions, ſwells to the ſurvey ; 
And caters, at oneglance, the raviſh'd fight. 
For ſome ſuperior point, (where, who can tell? 
Suffice it, tis 2 point where gods refide) 

How ſhall the ftranger man's illumin'd eye, 
In the vaſt ocean of unbounded ſpace, 

Behold an infinite of floating world 

Divide the cryſtal waves of ether pure, 

In endleſs voyage, without port ? The leaſt 
Of theſe diſſaminated orbs, how great 


Great as they are, what numbers theſe furpaſ:. 
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Huge, as Leviathan, to that fmall race, 
Thoſe twinkling multitudes of liette life, 
He ſwallows unperceiv'd ! Stupendous theſe ! 
Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the whole? 
As particles, as atoms ill-percetv'd ; 

As circulating globules in our veins ; 

So vaſt the plan! Fecundity divine ! 

Exub' rant fource! perhaps I wrong thee fill. 
If admiration is a fource of joy, 
What tranſport hence! yet this the leaſt in heav'n, 
What this to that illuſtrious robe he wears, 
Who toſs this maſs of wonders from his hand, 
A ſpecimen, an earneſt, of his pow'r ? 

Tis to that glory, whence all glory fows, 

As the mead's meaneſt flow ret to the fun, 
Which gave it birth. But what, thĩs fun of haav n? 
This bliſs ſupreme of the ſupremely bleſ ? 
Death, only death, the queſtionm can reſobve. 
By death, cheap-bought th' ideas of our joy; 
The bare idras ! folid happineſs 

So diftant from its ſhadow chas'd below. 

And chaſe we gill the phantom thro” rhe firs, 
4 O'er bog, and brake, andprecipice, till death 
And toil we Gill for ſublunary pay ? 

4 Defy the dangers of the field and flood, 
J Or, ſpider-like, ſpin out our precious all, 

Our more than vieals ſpun (if no regard 
To great futurity) in curious webs 
Of ſubtle thought, and-exquiſite defign ; 
(Fine net-work of the brain!) to catch a fly. 
The momentary buz of vain renown ! : 
A name! a mortal 1 ** 

Or (meaner ſtill !) inſtead of graſping air, 
For ſordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? | 
Drudge, ſweat, thro' ev ry ſhame, for ev'ry gain, 
For vile contaminating traſhy ; throw up 
Our hope in heav'n, our dignity with man? 
And deify the dirt, matur d to gold? 
Ambition, Av'rice; the twa dzmaong theſe, 
(5.2 
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Which goad thro” cv'ry ſlough our human herd, 
Hard travel'd from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches ftoop ! how ſteep they 
| climb! 
Theſe dzxmons burn mankind; but moft poſſeſs 
Lorenzo's boſom, and turn out the ſkies : 

Is it in time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the ſhore, 
To cover ocean ? or a mote, the ſun ? 
Glory and wealth! have they this blinding pow'r? 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it ſurpriſe thee ? Be thou then ſurpriz'd; 
Thou neither know: their nature learn from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as theſe ſubjects ſeem, 
What cloſe connexion ties them to my theme. 
Firſt, what is true ambition? the purſuit 
Oc glory, nothing leſs than man can ſhare, 

ere they as vain, as gaudy minded man, 
As flatulent with fumes of ſelf-applauſe, 
Their arts and conqueſt animals might boaſt, 
And claim their laurel crowns, as well as we ; 
But not celeſtial. Here we ſtand alone; 
As in our form, diſtinct, pre-eminent ; 
If prone in thought, our ftature is our thame ; 
And * ſhould bluth, his forehead meets the 

ies 
The viſible and preſent are for brutes, 
A ſlender portion; and a narrow bound! 
Theſe reafon, with an energy divine, 
Oerleaps; and claims the future and unſeen ! 
The vaſt unſeen ! the future tathomiets ! 
When the great ſoul buoys up to this high point, 
ving groſs nature's tediraents below, 

Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The ſage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Aſſerts his rank, and riſes into man. 
This is ambition: this is human fre. 

Can parts or place (two bold pretenders!) make 


Lorenzo great, aud pluck him from the throng? 
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Genius, and art, ambition's boaſted wings, 
Our boaſt but ill deſerve. A feeble aid 
Dedalian engin'ry ! If theſe alone 
Aſſiſt our flight, fame's flight is glory's fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er ſo high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 

A celebrated wretch when I behold, 


Wen I behold a genius bright and baſe, 


Of tow'ring talents, and terreſtrial aims; 
Methinks I ſee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 
The glorious fr nts of a ſoul immortal, 
With rubbiſh mix'd, and glitt“ ring in the duſt. 
Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy fight, 
Ar once compaſſion ſoft, and envy, nſe— 
But where fore envy ? talents angel- bright, 
If wanting worth, are ſhining inſtruments 
In falſe ambition's hand, to finiſh faults 
Illuſtrious, and give infamy renown. 

Great ill is an atchievement of great pow'rs. 
Plain ſenſe but rarely leads us far aftray. 


I Reaſon the means, atfe&ions chooſe our end; 
Means have no merit, if our end amiſs. ; 


Ce 


If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain; 
What is a Pelham's head, to Pelham's heart ? 
Hearts are proprietors of all applauſe. — 
Right ends, and means, make wiſdom : worldly - 
Is but half-witted, at its higheſt praiſe. 

Let genius then deſpair to make thee great ; 


For flatter ſtation : what is ſtation high ? 


Tis a proud mendicant ; it boaſts, and begs ; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And oft the throng denies its charity. 
Monarchs, and miniſters, are awful names; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir. 
Religion, public order, both exact 


Eternal homage, and a ſupple knee, 


173 
ng 


o beings pompouſly ſet up, to ſerve 
he meaneſt ſlave ; all more is merit's due, 
Her ſacred and inviolable tight? 
G 3 


* 


114 The COMPLAINT. Night VI. 


Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 

Our hearts ne er bow but to ſaperior worth; 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 

Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majeſty. 

Let the ſmall ſavage boaſt his falver fur; 

His royal robe gnborrow'd, and unbought, 
His own, deſcendirg fairly from his fires. 
Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 

And fouls in ermine fcorn a foul nr + > 
Can place or leſſen us, or aggrandize ? 
Pigmies are pigmies ſtill, tho' perch'd on alps ; 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 

Each man makes his on ſtature, builds himſelf: 


Virtue alone out-builds the ids ; 
Her monuments ſhall laſt, when Egypt's fall. 
Of theſe ſure truths doſt thou d the 


The cauſe is lodg'd is-immortality. {[ cauſe? 
Hear, and aſſent. Thy boſom burns for pow'r ? 
What ſtation charms'thee? I'll inſtall thee there; 
Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ; 
Then thou before waſt ſomething leſs than man. 
Has thy new poſt d thee into pride ? 
That treach'rous pride betrays thy dignity ; 
That pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which ftaffs or ſtrings can raiſe. 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkneſs ſoars, 
y_ blindneſs bold, and tow'ring to the fkies. 

is born of ignotance, which knows not man: 
An angel's ſecond ; nor his fecond, long. 
A Nero quitting his imperial throne, 
And courting glory from the c_— ftring, 
But fartly ſhadows an immortal foul, 
With-empire's ſel, to pride; or rapture fir d. 
Tf noblec maotrves miniſter no cure, 
Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place: Tis more; 
It 2 the pot ſtand candidate for thee ; 


Makeimor: thanmoa reha, makes an honeſt man; 


* 
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Tho' no exchequer it commands, tis wealth; 
And tho' it wears no ribbend, tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' diſgrac'd, 
Nor leave the pendent on a maſter's ſmile. 
Other ambition nature —_— ; 

b 


Nature proclaims it moſt abſutd in man, 

By pointing at his origin, and end ; 

Milk and a fwathe, at firft, his whole demand; 

His whole domain, at laft, a turf or ſtone ; 

To whom, bet ween, a world may ſeem roo ſmall. 
Souls truly great, dart forward on the wing 

Of juff ambition, to the grand reſult oy 

The gurtain's fall; there, ſee the buſkin'd chief 

Unfhod behind this momentary ſcene 

Reduc'd to his own ftature, low or high, 

As vice; or virtue, finks him, or ſublimes; 

And laugh at this fantaſtick mummery, 

This antic prelude of groteſque events, 

Where dwatfs are often ſtilted, and betray 

A littleneſt of foul by world's o'er-run, 


And natiohs Wd in blood. Dread ſactifice 
ToChriftia e! which had with horror ſhockt 
The darkeft Pagans, offer'd to their gods. 
O thou moſt chriftian enemy to peace ! 
in in atms 4%, =y — te! 
That prince, and that alone, is rruly great, 
Who draws the fword reluctatt fad earhes ; 


* 
On empire builds what empire 2 outweighs, 
And makes his throne a Caffold to rhe fkies. 
Why this fo rare? becauſe forgot of all 
The day of death; that vetierable ay ren 
Whick fits as judge; that day, which ſhall pro- 


On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn. 


Lorenzo, never ſhut thy thought àgalnſt it; 
Be levees ne'er fo full, afford it room, 

And give it audience in the cabinet. 

That friend conſulted, (flatteries apart,) 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great or mean. 
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To doat on aught may leave us, or be left, 
Is that ambition? then let flames deſcend, 
Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, 
And learn humiliation from a ſoul, 
Which boaſts her lineage from celeſtial fire. 
Yer theſe are they, the world pronounces wiſe ; 
Theworld,whichcancelsnature'sright andwrong, 
Ard caſts new wiſdom : ev'n the grave man lends 
His folemn face to countenance the coin. 
Wiſdom for parts is madneſs for the. whole. 
This ftamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the wiſeſt weak, the richeſt poor, 
The moſt ambitious, unambiticus, mean; 
In triumph, mean; and abject, on a throne. 
Nothing can make it leſs than mad in man, 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art, . 
And gives his ſoul her full unbounded flight, 
But reaching him, who gave her wings to fly. 
When blind ambition quite miſtakes her road, 
And downward pores, for that which ſhines above, 
Subſtantial happineſs, aud true renown ; 
Then, like an idiot gazing on thebrook, 
We leap at ſtars, and faſten in the mud; 
At glory graſp, and fink in infamy. 


Ambition! pow'rful ſource of 2 and ill ! 


Thy ſtrength in man, like length of wing in birds, 
hen diſengag'd from earth, with greater caſe, 

AndTwifter flight, tranſports us to the ſkies ; 

By toys — or in guilt bemir'd, 

It turns acurſe; it is our chain, and ſcourge, 

In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 

Cloſe-grated by the ſordid bars of ſenſe ; 

All proſpect of eternity ſhut out ; 


And, but for execution, ne'er ſet free. 
With error in ambition juftly charg'd, 
Find we Lorenzo wiſer in his wealth ? 
What if thy rental I reform? and draw 
As inventory new to ſet thee right ? 
Where, thy true treaſure? gold ſays, not in me:“ 
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And, “ not in me,” the di'mond. Gold jispoor; 

India's infolvent : ſeek it in thyſelf, _ 

Seek in thy naked ſelf, and find it there; 

In being fo deſcended, form'd, endow'd; 

Sky-born, ſky-guided, ſky-returning race 

Erect, immortal, rational, divine 

In ſenſes, which inherit earth, and heav'ns; 

Enjoy the various riches nature yields; | 

Far nobler ; give the riches they enjoy; 

Give taſte to ftuits : and harmony to groves ; 

Theit radiant beams to gold, and gold'sbrightfire: 

Take in, at once, the landſcape of the world, 

At a ſmall inlet, which a grain might cloſe, 

And half create the wondrous world they ſer. 

Our ſenſes, as our reaſon, are divine. 

But for the magic organ's pow'rful charm, 

Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos, ſtill. 

Objects are but th occaſion ; our's th' exploit z 

Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 

Which nature's admirable picture draws ; 

And beautifies creation's ample dome. 

Like Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, 

Man makes the matchleſs image, man admires. 

Say then, ſhall man, his thoughts all ſent abroad, 

(Superior wonders in himſelf forgot,) 

His admiration waſte on objects round? a 

When heav'n makes him the ſoul of all he ſees? 

_ Abſurd ! not rare! fo great, ſo mean, is man. 
What wealth in ſenſes ſuch as theſe! what 

In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene {wealth 

Then ſenſe ſurveys! in mem'ry's firm record, 

Which, ſhould it periſh, could this world recall 

From the dark ſhadows of o'erwhelming years ! 

In colours freſh, originally bright, 

Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate 

What wealth in intelleR, that fov*reign pow'r! 

Which ſenſe, and fancy, ſummons to the bar ; 

Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 

And from the maſs thoſe under!ings import, 
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From their materials fifted, and refin'd, 
And in truth's balance accurately weigh'd, 
From arts and ſcience, government, and laws ; 
The ſolid bafis, and the beauteous frame, 
The vitals, and the grace of civil life | 
And manners (ſad exception !) ſer afide, 
Strikes out, with maſter-hand, a copy fair 
Of his idea, whoſe indulgent thought, 
Long, longs e'cr chaos teemY, plann'd human 
| liſs, 
What wealth in ſouls that ſoar, dive, range 
a 9 ; 
Diſdaining limit, or from place, or time 
And hear at once, in thought extenfve, hear, 
Th' almighty fiat, and the trumpet's ſound ? 
Bold, on creation's outfide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than c'er ſhall bez 
Commanding, with omaipotence of thought, 
Creation new in fancy's field to riſe ! 
Soul's,that can graſp whate'er th' almighty made 
And wonder wild thro' things impoſſible 
What wealth, in faculties of endlefs growth, 
In quenchleſs paſſions violent to crave, 
In liberty to chooſe. in pow'r to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches riſe !) 
Duration to perpetuate—— boundleſs bliſs ! 
Ask you, what pow'r refides in feeble man 
That bliſs ro gain? Is virt ue's, then, unknown? 
Virtue, our preſent peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecarious, natural eſtate, 
Improveable at will, in virtue lies ; 
Its tenbre ſure ; its income is divine. 
High-built abundance,heap on heap! for what? 
To breed new wants and beggar us the more ; 
Then, make a richer ſcramble for the throng ; 
Soon as this feeble pulſe, which leaps fo long 
Almoſt by miracle, is tir'd with play, 
Like rubbiſh from diſploding engines throwng 
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
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Fly diverſe ; fly to foreigners, to foes; ; 
New maſters court, and call the former, fools 
(How juftly !) for dependence on their ſtay. 
Wide ſcatter, firſt, our play-thingszthen,our duſt. 
Duſt court abundance for the fake of peace? 
Learn, and lament thy ſelf-defeated ſcheme : 
Riches enable to be richer ſtill ; 
And, richer ftil{, what mortal cg refit ? 
Thus wealth (a cruel task-maſter ! — 
New toils, ſucceeding toils, an endleſs train; 
And murders peace which thought itfirſt toſhine. 
The poor are half as wretched, as the rich | 
Whoſe proud and painful r it is, 
At once, to bear a double load of woe; 
To feel the ftings of envy; and of want, 
Outrageous want! both Indies cannot cure. 
A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſeaſe l 
Sick, or incumber'd is our happineſs, 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where heav'n can give no mose ! 
More, like a flaſh of water from a lock, 
Quickens our fpirit's movement for an hour; 
But ſoon its force is ſpent, nor riſe our joys 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. 
Hence diſappointment larks in cv'ry prize, 
As bees in flow'rs, and ftings us with ſucceſs. 
The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns; 
Nor knows the wiſe are privy to the lie. 
Much learning ſhews how little mortals know; 
Much wealth, how little worldings can enjoy: 
Ar beſt, it babies us with endlefs roys, 
And keeps us children till we drop ro duſt. 
As monkeys at a mirror ftand am 4, 


They fail ro find, what they ſo plainly ſee ; 
Thus men, in ſhining rickes, fee rhe face 


= happmeſs, nor know it is a ſhade ! 
ut gaze, and touch, and peep, and 2gzin, 
And with, ind wonder iris e fall © 
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How few can reſcue opulence from want ; 
Who lives to nature, rarely can be poor ; 
Who lives to fancy, never can be rich, 

Poor is the man in dent; the man of gold, 

In debt to fortune, trembles at her pow'r. 

The man of reaſon ſmiles at her, and death. 
O what a patrimony this a being 

Of ſuch inherent ſtrength and mazeſty, 

Not worlds poſſeſt can raiſe it | worlds deſt roy d 
Can't injure; which holds on its glortous courſe, 
When thine, O nature] ends; too bleft to mourn 
Creation's obſequies. What treafure, this! 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

Immortal! ages paſt, yet nothing gone 
Morn without eve! a race without a goal! 
Unſhorten'd by progreſũon infinite 
Fnturity for ever future ! life 
Beginning ftill, where computation ends 
Tis the deſcription of a deity ! 

Tis the deſcription of the meaneſt ſlave. 
The meaneſt ſlave thy ſov'reign glory ſhares. 
Proud youth : faſtidious of the lower world ; 
Man's lawful pride includes humility ; 
Stoops to the loweft ; is too great to find 
Inferiors ; all immortal; brothers all! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 

Immortal! What can ſtrike the ſenſe ſo ſtrong 
As this the ſoul ? It thunders to the thought; 
Reaſon amazes; gratitude o'erwhelms ; 

No more we ſlumber on the brink of fate ; 
Rous'd at the ſound, th' exulting ſoul aſcends, 
And breathes her native air; an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
Quick-kindles all that is divine within us; 
Nor leaves one loit'ring thought beneaththeſlars. 

Has not Lorenzo's boſom caught the flame ? 
Immortal ! were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy ; how would thrones adore! 
Becauſe tis common, is the bleſſing loſt ? 
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How this ties up the bounteous hand of heav'nz 

O vain, vain, vain ! all elſe ! eternity! 

A glorious, and a needful refuge, that, 

From vile impriſonment, in abjc& views. 

"Tis immortality, tis that alone, 

Amid life's pains, abaſement, emptineſs, 

The foul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 

That only, and that amply, this perfor ns! 

Lifts up above life's pains, her joys above ; 

Their terror thoſe; and theſe their luſtre loſe: 

Eternity depending covers all ! 

Eternity depending all atchieves ; 

Sets earth at diſtavce ; caſts her into ſhades ; 

Blends her diſtinctions; abrogates her pow'rs ! 

The low the loſty, joyous, and ſevere. 

Fortune's dread frowns, and faſcinating ſmiles, 

Make one promiſcuous and neglected heap, 

The man beneath ; if I may call him man, 

Whom unmortality's full force inſpires. 

Nothing terreftrial touches his high thought : 

Suns ſhine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard, 

By minds quite conſcious of their high deſcent, 

Their preteut province, and their future prize ; 

Divincly darting upward ev'ry with, 

Warm on the wing, in glorious abſence loſt. 
Doubtyou this truth? Why labours yourbeliet? 

If.carths whole orb, by ſome due-diftant eye 

Were ſeen at once, her tow'ring alps would fink, 

And level'd Atlas leave an even ſphere. 

Thus earth, and all that earthly miads admire, 

Is ſwallowed in eternity's vaſt round. 

To that ſtupendous view, when fouls awake, 

So large of late, mountainous to man, 

Time's toys ſubdue ! and equal all below. 
Enthuſiaſt ic, this? then all are weak, 

But rank enthuftaits. To this gadlike height 

Some ſouls have foar'd;or martyrs ne er had bled, 

And all may do, what has by man been done, 


Who, beaten by theſe ſublunary forms, 
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Boundleſs, interminable joys can weigh, 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, unanflam'd ? 
What ilave unbleſt, who from to-morrow's dawn 
Expefts an empire? he forgets his chain, 
And,thron'd in thought, his abſent ſcepter waves. 
And what a ſcepter waits us l what a throne! 
Her own immenſe appointments to compute, 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives. 
In this her dark minority, how toils, 
How vainly pants, the human foul divine! 
Too great the bounty ſeems for earthly joy: 
What heart but trembles at fo ſtrange a bliis ? 
In ſpite of all the truths the muſe has ſung, 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough | enough revolv's ! 
Are there who wrap the world fo cloſe about 
them, 
They ſee no farther than the clouds ? and dance 
On heedleſs vanity's fantaſtick toe? 
Till, tumbling at a ſtraw, in their career, 
Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and 
Are there, Lorenzo ? is it poſhble ? [ ſong ? 
Are there on carth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a ſoul immortal in their breaſts ; 
Unconſcious as the mountain of its ore ; 
Or rock, of its ineſtimable gem ? [theſe 
When rocks ſhall melt and mountains vaniſh, 
Shall know their treaſure;treaſure, then, no more. 
Are there (ſtill more amazing ?) who refit 
The rifing thought? who ſmotber, in its birth, 
The glorious truth ? who ſtruggle to be brutes! 
Who thre? this boſom- barrier burſt their way 
And, with revers'd arabition, ſtrive to fink ? 
Who labour downwards thro' th' oppofing pow rs 
Of inſtinct, reaſon, and the world againit them, 
To diſmal hopes, and ſhelter in the thock 
Of endleis night) night darker than the grave | 
Who fight the proofs of immortality ? 


With horrid zeal, and cxecrable arts, 
Work all their engines, level their black fir-, 
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Ta blot from man this attribute divine, 

(Than vital blood-far dearer to the wiſe) 

Blaſphemers, and rank atheiſts to rhemſelves ? 
To contradi& them, fee all nature rife ! 

What object, what event, the moon beneath, 

Rut argues, or endears, an after-ſcene? - 

To reaſon proves, or weds it to defire ? 

All things proclaim it needful : ſome advance 

One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it ſure, 

A thouſand arguments ſwarm round my pen, 

From heav n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 

By nature, as her common habit, worn; 

So prefling providence a truth to teach: [ vain. 
Which truth untaught, all other truths were 
Thou! whoſe all-providential eye ſurveys, 
Whoſe hand directs, whoſe ſpirit fills and warms 

Creation, and holds empire far beyond! 

Eternity's inhabitant auguſt ! 

Of two cternities amazing lord 

One. paſt, ere man's, or angel's had nz 

Aid! while I reſcue from the foe's afſault, 

Thy glorious immortality in man: 

A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 

Of moment infinite ! but reliſh'd moſt 

By thoſe who love thee moſt, who moſt adore, 
Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 

If thee the great immutable, ro man 

Speaks wiſdom ; is his oracle ſupreme ! 

And he who moſt conſults her, is moſt wiſe, 

Lorenzo, to this heav'nly Delphos hafte ! 

And come back all-immortal ; all-divine : 

Loak nature through, tis revolution all; 

All change, no death. Day fo!lows night ; and 

The dying day; ftars riſe, and ſer, and rife;{ night 

Earth takes th” example. See, the ſummer gay, 

With her green chaplet, and ambroſial flow re, 

Droors into pallid autumn: winter grey, 

Herrid with froſt, and turbulent with ftorm, 

Blomus awtriman, and his golden fruits, away : 
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Thenmelts into theſpring: ſoft ſpring,withbreath 
Favonian, from warm chambers of the ſouth, 
Recals the firſt. All, to reflourith, fades. 
As in a wheel, all finks, to re-aſcend. 
Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. 
Wich this minute diſtintion, emblems juſt, 
Nature revolves, but man advances ; both 
Eternal, that a circle, this a line. | 
That gravitates, this ſoars. Th' aſpiring foul * 
Ardent, and trumulous, like flame, aſcends ; 
Zeal, and humility, her wings to heav'n. 
The world of matter, with its various forms, 
All dies into new Life. Life born from death 
Rolls the vaſt maſs, and ſhall for ever roll. 
No ſingle atom, once in being, loſt, 
With change of counſel charges the moſt high, 
What hence infers Lorenzo? can it be ? 
Matter immortal? aud ſhall ſpirit die? 
Above the nobler, ſhall leſs noble riſe ? 
Shall man alone, for whom all elſe revives, 
No reſurrection know? ſhall man alone, f 
Imperial man ! be ſown in barren ground, | 
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Leſs privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds? 

Is man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize 

The bliſs of being, or with previous pain 

Deplore its period, by the ſpleen of fate, 

Severely doom' d death's fingic unredeem d? 
If nature's revolution ſpexks aloud, 

In her gradation, hear her louder ſtill. 

Look nature thro'. tis neat gradation all. 

By what minute degrees her ſcale aſcends ! 

Fach middle nature join'd at each extreme, 

To that above it join'd, to that baneath. 

Parcs, into parts recipracally ſhot, - 

Abhor divorce : What love of union reigns | 

Flere, dormant matter waits a call to life ; 

Halt-life, half-death,jointhere;here,lifeandſenſe; 

There, ſenſe from reaſon ſteals a glymm'ring ray; 

Reaſon ſhines out in man, But how preſerv'd 
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The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporal life? thoſe realms of bliſs, 
Where death hath no dominion ? grant a make 
Half-mortal, half- immortal; earthly, part; 
And part ethereal ; grant the foul of man 
Eternal: or in man the ſeries ends. 
| Wide yawns the gap; connexion is no more: 
Checkt reaſon halts; her next ſtep wants ſupport ; 
Striving to climb, ſhe tumbles from her icheme; 
A ſcheme, analogy pronounced ſo true; 
Analogy, man's tureſt guide below. 
Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, careleſs of the call, 
Falfe atteſtation on all nature charge, 
* | Rather than violate his league with death? 
' Renounce his reaſon, rather than renounce 
The duſt belov'd, and run the riſk of heav'n ? 
O what dignity to deathlefs fouls ! 
What treaſon to the majeſty of man 
Oft man immortal! hear the lofty fiyle : 
, | « If ſo decreed, th' almighty will be done. 


Let earth diflolye, yon pond'rous orbs defcend, 

« And grind us into duſt : the foul is ſafe; 

„The man emerges ; mounts above the wreck, 

| As tow'ring flame from nature's fun'ral pyre; 

© O'er deveſtation, as a gainer, ſmiles; | 

* His charter, his inviolable righes, ſ[rence, 

„ Well-pleas'd to learn from thunder's impo- 

« Death's pointleſs darts, and. hell's defeated 

ſtorms,” ; 

But theſe. chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo! 

The glories of the world, thy ſev'n-fold ſhield, 

Other unbition than of crowns in air, 

And ſuperlunary felicities, | 

A Thy boſom warm. I'II cool it, if I can; 

F; And turn thofe glories that enchant, againft thee. 

j What ues rhee te this life, proclaims the next. 
If wiſe, the cauſe that wounds thee is thy cure. 
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Come my ambitious ! let us mount togethers 
(To mount Lorenzo never can refuſe ;) | dwells 
And from the clouds, where pride delights to 
Look down on earth.— What ſeeſt thou? Won. 

d'rous things! 

Terreſtrial wonders, that eclipſe the ſkies. [ ſeas! 
What lengths of laboured lands! what loaded 
Loaded by men, for pleaſure, wealth, or war! 
Seas, winds, and planets, into ſervice brought, 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can the eternal rocks his will withſtand; 
What level'd mountains! And what lifted valcs! 
O er vales and mountains ſumptuous cities ſwell, 
And gild our landſcape with the glitt'ring ſpires 
Some mid the wand'ring waves majeſtic riſe ; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 
Far greater ſt II! (what cannot mortal might?) 
See, wide dominions raviſh'd from the deep ! 
The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 
Or ſouthward turn, to delicate, and grand ; 
The finer arts there ripen in the ſun. 
How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Aſcend the ſkies! the proud triumphal arch 
Shews us half heaven beneath its ample bend. 
High thro'mid air, here ſtreams are taught toflow; 
Whole rivers, there, lay'd by in baſons ſleep. 
Here, plains turn oceans; there, vaſt oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms channel'd deep from ſhore to 
ſhore ; 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 
Beats thy brave breaſt for formidable ſcenes, 
Where fame and cmpire wait upon the ſword ? 
See fields in blood; hear naval thunders riſe; 
Britannia's voice ! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 
The mid-ſea furious waves! their roar amidft, 
Out-ſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, © Omain'! 
4% Thus ſar, ot farther ; New reftraints obey. 
Earth's'diſembowel'd ! meaſur'd are the Kies! 
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Stars are detected in their deep receſs ! 
Creation widens! vanquiſh'd nature yields? 
Her ſecrets are extorted ! art prevails ! 
What monument of genius, ſpixit, pow'r ! 

And now, Lorenzo! raptur d at this ſcene, 
Whoſe glories render heav'n ſuperfluous ? ſay, 
Whoſe foot ſteps theſe? Immortals have been here. 
Could leſs than fouls immortal this have done? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with proofs of fouls immor- 
And proafs of immortality forgot. jeal; 

To flattet thy grand foible, I confeſs, 

Theſe are ambition's works: and theſe are greꝶ: 
Bur this, the leaſt immortal ſouls can do; 
Tranſcend them all---But what can theſe tran- 
ſcend ? 
Doſt aſk me, what ?—One figh for the diſtreſt. 
What then for infidels ? a deeper ſigh. 
Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man: 
How little they, who think aught great below ? 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one; (long, 
And that it crowns. Hexe ceaſe we: but, ere 
More pow'rful proof ſhall take the field againſt 


thee 


Stronger than death, and ſmiling at the tomb. 


NIGHT the SEVENTH. 


BEING THE 


SECOND PART 
OF THE 


IN PID ZL REecLarnutd:; 


Containing the Name, Proof, and Im- 
porrancr, of ImwoRtTatity, 
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FF. RE FACE 


we are af war with the , it wert well 

if wwe were of ue the manmrs, of 
France. A land of Levity, is @ land of Guilt, 
A Serious Mind i the natray ſoil of every virtue; 
and the fingle charafer that does true bonour to man- 
kind. The ſoul's immortality bas been the fa- 
wourite theme with the ſerious of all ages. Nor it it 
ſtrange ; it is 4 ſubjef by far the intereſ ing, 
and i ant, that can enter the mind of man. Of 
big be moment this ſubſe always was, and always 
ill be. Yet this its bigbeft mement ſeems to admit 
of increaſe, at this day; a ſort cf occaſional in- 
Por tanre is ſuperadded to the natural weight of it ; 
F that opinion which is advanced in the preface to 
the preceding night, be juſt. Ir is there ſuppoſed, 
that all our infidels, whatever ſcheme, for argu- 
ments ſake, and to keep themſelves in countenance, 
they patronize, ere betrayed into their deplarable 
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( 129 ) 
error, by ſome doubt of their immurtality, at the 
”_ And the more I confider this point, the mor e 

per ſuaded of the truth of that opinion. Tho' 
— of @ futurity is Ka nog 9a”, yet ie is 
an error into which ba naturally be dif- 
treffed, For it is i o bid defiance to final 
ruin, without wge in 2 ſome pre- 
ſumption of eſcape. Andwhat 25 is there# 
There we but 5 in nature ; „ 2 
s © an thought, fheſe are, — bat 

ait . will not, or cannot puniſh, Con 
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82 omnipotence is 
4 mac ine — as Boliaeſt, that God 
cannot puniſh, is as abſurd 2 ſnppoſition, as the for- 
mer, God certainly can E as long 03 wicked 


men exif, In non-exiflence, t e 12 ther only 


refuge; 5 7 con . 2 iz their 
enge wi wi e A4 
ong wiſhes firong, in- 


2 , incredible. And fnce on this mem- 

ber of their a ternative, thre ore Jame ſmall 
appearances in their fawour, and none at 24 on the 
other, chey catch at this reed, t * 2. on thig 
chimera, to ſawe t bemſelvei fram : A, and bor - 
ror, an . and abſolote, deſpair. 

On ſubje4, by the lig bt which this 
argument, 4 s of like tendency, throw upon it, 
I was more inclin'd than ever to furſue it, as it ap- 
pear'd to me to flirike directly at the main root of all 
our infidelity. In the "qu Hager, it is, acrord- 
ingly, purſued at large; me arguments for im- 
mortality, new (at Urn to me) are wentured on in 
—_ * alſo the writer bas made an attempt to 
ſet the  Froſs abſurdities and borrors of annihilation 
in a fuller and more affecting view, than is (I think) 
to be mes with elſetubere. 

The gentlemen whoſe ſake this attempt was 
chiefly made, profeſs great admiration for the wiſdam 


in in end z they bias the judgment in 4 
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of beathen antiquity : what pity "tir, t ey are not 
Aces e] if they * fincere, buw wald it mortify 
them to conſider, with wwhat contempt, and abbor- 
rence, their notion would be been received, by 


thoſe whom they ſo much admire ? xwbat degree of 


contewpt and abborrence, would fall to their ſhare, 
may be conjaftured by the fol lowing matter of fact 
in my opinion) extremely memorable, Of all their 
ben tor f bien, Socrates (tis well known) was 
the neff guarded, diſpoſſionate, and compoſe!: Yet 
this great maſter of temper wat angry ; and a 
at ba laſt A A angry with bis friend ; — 
wry for what deſerved acknowledgment ; angry, 
for à right and tender inflance of true friendſb p to- 
ward: bim. Ir not this ſurprifing ? <wbat could be 
the cauſe! the cauſe wwas fer bis honeur ! it war a 
truly noble tho' perbaps, @ tos punctiliaus regard for 
immortality : for bis ſriend afling bin, with ſach 
an offefionate concern o became a friend, ** qybere 
be bord depofit bir remains” it was reſented 
Socrates ; 4s implying a diſbonourable ſuppoſition, 
that he could be ſo mean, as to baue regard for any 
* even in bimſelf, that wat nit immortal. 
is fa? well confider'd, u make cur infidels 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates ; or make 
them endeaveur, by their imitation of this illuflricus 
example, to ſhare bis glory : and, conſequently, it 
ald incline tham to peraſe the following pages with 
candeur and impartia iy : which is all [ defire, and 
that, for their ſakes : for I am perſuaded, that an 
unprejudiced infidel muff, neceſſarily, receive ſame ad- 
vantageous impreſſions from then, 
July th, 1744. 


NIGHTtheSEVENTH. 
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InFiDEL RECLAIMED. 


PART THE SECOND. 


EAV'N gives the needſul, butneglectedcall. 
What day, what hour, but knocks at hu- 
man hearts, 

To wake the ſoul to ſenſe of future ſcenes ? 

Deaths ſtand, like Mercuries, in ev'ry way; 

And kindly peint us to our journey's end. 

Pope, who couldſt make immortals; art chou dead 

I give thee joy: Nor will I take my leave: 

Ta ſoon to follow. Man but dives in death; 

Dives from the ſun, in fairer day to riſe ; 

The grave, his ſubterranean road to bliſs. 

Yes, infinite indulgence plann's it fo ; 

Thro' various parts our glorious ſtory runs ; 

Time gives the preface, endleſs age unrolls 

The volume (ne'er unr-11'd) of human fate. 
This, earth and fkies already have proclaim'd. 

The world's a propheey of worlds to come; 

And who, what God foretels (who ſpeaks in 

things, 

Still louder than in words) ſnall dare deny? 

If nature's arguments appear too weak, 

Turn a new leaf, and ſtronger read in man. 

If man ſleeps on, untaught by what he ſees, 

Can he prove infidel to what he feels ? 

He, whoſe blind thought futurity denies, 

Unconſcious bears, Bellerophon! like thee, 

His own indictment; he condemns himſclf; 


Who reads his boſom, reads immortal life ; 
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Or, nature, there, impoſing on her ſons, 
Has written fables 3 man has made a lic. 
Why diſcontent for ever harbour'd there ?. 

Incurable conſumption of our peace! 
Reſolve me, why, the cottager, and king, 
He whom ſea-ſeaver'd realms obey, and he 
Who ſteals his whole dominion frem the waſte, 
Repelling winter blaſts with mud and ſtraw, 
Difquieted alike, draw figh for figh, 
In fate ſo diſtant, in complaint ſo near ? 
Is it, that things terreſtrial can't content) 
Deep in rich paſture, will thy flocks complain ? 
ot ſo ; but to their maſter is deny'd 
To ſhare their ſweet ſerene. Man, ill at eaſe, 
In this, not his own place, this foreign, field, 
Where nature fodders him with other food, 
Than was ordain'd his cravings to ſuffice, 
Poor in abundance, famiſh'd at a feaſt. ¶ joy d. 
Sighs on for ſomething more, when moſt en- 
Is heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee ? 
Not ſo; thy paſtnre richer, but remote; 
In part, remote ; for that remoter part 
Man blcats from ĩinſtinct, tho” perhaps, debauch d 
By ſenſe, his zeaſon ſleeps, nor dreams the cauſe. 
The cauſe how obvious, when his reaſon wakes ! 
His grief is but his grandeyr in diſguiſe ; 
And diſcontent is immortality. | 
Shall ſons of ther, (fall che blood of heav'n, 
Set up their hopes on earth, and fable here, 
With brutal aquieſcence in the mire? 
Lorenzo! no! they ſhall be nobly pain'd ; 
The glorious foreigners, diftreft, ſhall hgh 
On thrones ; and thou congratulate the 8b $. + 
Man's miſery declaxes him born for bliſs ; 
His anxious heart aſſerts the truth I fing, 
And gives the ſceptic in his head the lie,[pow'rs, 
Our heads, our hearts, our paſhons, and our 
Speak the ſame language; call us to the ſkigs : 
Unripen'd theſe in his inclement clime, * 


r 
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Nor are our pow'rs to periſh immature; 
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Scarce rife above conjecture, and miſtake ; 

And for this land of trifles thoſe too ftrong 
Tumultuous rife, and tempeſt human life: 
What prize on earth can pay us for the ftorm > 
Meet objects for our paſſions heav'n ordain'd, 
Objects that challenge all their fire, and leave 
No fault, but in defect: bleſt heav'n ! avert 

A bounded ardour far unbounded blrfs ; | 

O for a bliſs unbounded! far beneath 

A foul immortal, is a mortal joy. 
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But, after feeble effort here, beneath 

A brighter ſun, and in a nobler ſoil, 

Tranſplanted from this ſublunary bed, 

Shall flouriſh fair. and put forth all their bloom. 
Reaſon progreſhve, inſtin& is complete; 

Swift faſtinct leaps ; flow reaſon feebly climbs. 

Brutes ſoon their zenith teach; their little 21! 

Flows in at once; in ages they no more, 

Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 

Were man to live coeval with the tun, 

The patriarch pupil would be learning til! ; 

Yer, dying, leave his leſſon half unlearnt. 

Men perith in advance, as if the ſun 

Sould ſet ere noon, in eaſtern oceans drown'd ; 

If fit, with dim, illuſtrious to compare, 

The ſun's meridian, with the ſoul of man. 

To man, why, ftepdame nature! fo ſevere ? 

Why thrown aſide thy maſter-picce ha!f- / 

wrought, | 

While meaner efforts thy laſt hand enjoy ? | 

Or, if abortively poor man muſt die, [dread * 

Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in | 

Why cur with foreſight ? wie to miſery ? » 

Why of his proud prerogative the prey? 

Why leſs pre-eminent in rank, than pala? 

His yan alone can tell; l 

Full ample fund to balance all amiſs, | 

And turn the foale in 2 of the jul ! 
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His immortality alone can ſolve _ 
That darkeſt of znigmas, human hope; 
all the darkeſt, if at death we die. 
Hope, eager hope, th” aſſign of our joy, 

U prefent bleflings treading under-toot. 
I; tcarce a milder tyrant than deſpair. 
With no paſt toils content, till planning new, 

lope turns us o'er to death alone for caſe. 

Polſethon, why, more taſteleſs than purſuit ? 
Why is a with far dearer than a crown ? 
That with accomplith'd, why, the grave of bliſs? 
Becauſe in the great future bury'd deep, 
Beyond our plans of empire, and renown, 
Lies all that man, with ardour ſhould purſue ; 
And he who made him, bent him to the right. 

Man's heart th' almighty to the future ters, 

By ſecret and inviolable ſprings ; 

And makes his hope his ſublunary joy. 

Man”: heart eats all things, and is hungry gi; 

„% More, ore!“ the glutton cries: for me- 
thing new 

So rages appetite, if man can't mount, 

He will defcend. He ſtarves wr the pollett. 

Hence, the world's maſter, from ambition's {p.re, 

In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the bruce. 

In chat rank fty why wallow'd empire's fon 

$cyreme? becauſe ke could uo higher fly; 

His riot was ambition ih deſpair. 

Old Rome conſulted birds; Lorenzo! thou, 
Wu more ſucceſs, the flight of hope ſurvey ; 
Of reft!ifs hope, for ever on the wing 
Hiph-pcrch'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon fta, 
Ten at all that riſes an her fight; 

Abd, trever Rooping, but to mount again 
Next moment, the betrays her aim's miſtake, 
 Andowns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 

{cre ſhould it fail us (it mull fail'us there, 
1: being fails), more mourntul riddles rife, 
Ar! yirtue yies with hope in fhyVecry, 


In ſelt-applzuſe is virtue's golden prize ; 
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Why virtue ? where its praiſe, its being fled 2 
Virtue is true ſelf-intereſt purſy'd : 

What true felf-inrereft of quite mortal man? 
To cloſe with all that makes him happy here. 
It voice (as ſometime:) is our friend on cearrh, , 
Then vice is virtue ; 'tis our fov'reign guod. 


No ſel- appfauſe attends it on thy heme: right. 
W hence ſelf-applauſe? from conſcience of the 
Ani what is right, but means of happineſs ? 
No means of happineſs when virtue yields ; 
That baſis failing, falls the building too. 
And lays in ruin ev'ry virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blamelefſs heart, 
So long rever'd, fo long reputed wiſe, 
Is weak ; with rank knight-efrantries o'er-run. 
Why bears thy boſom with illuſtrious dreargs 
Of ſelt-expoſure, laudable, and great? 
Of gallant enterprize, and glorious death ? 
Die tor thy country ?—rhou romantic fool 
Seize, ſeize the plagk thyſelf, and let her fink : 
Thy country! whar to thee ?—the cad; what? 
(1 freak with awe !) tho' he ſhauld bid thee bleed? 
If, with thy blood, thy final hope is ſpilt, 
Nor can omnipetence reward the blow ; 
Be deaf; preſerve thy being; diſobey. 

Nor is it diſobedience : know, Lorenzo! 
Whate'er ta” Almighty's ſubſequent command, 
His firſt command is this: man, love thyſelf. 
In this alone, free- agents are not free, 
Exiſtence is the bafis, bliſs the prize; 

If virtue coſts exiftence, tis a crime; 
Bold violation of our law ſupreme, 

Black ſuicide; rho' nations, which conſult 
Their gain, at thy expence, reſouud applauſc.. 
Since virruc'a recampence is. doubtful, here, 

If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Why 1s man ſuffer'd to be good in van? 
Way to be good in _ is man ini n d 
2 
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Why to be good in vain, is man betray'd ? 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breaſt, 
By ſweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
hy whiſpers nature lies on virtue's part ? 
Or if blind inftin& (which aſſumes the name 
Of ſacred conſcience) plays the fool in man, 
Why reaſon made accomplice in the cheat? 
Why are the wiſeft loudeſt in her praiſe ? 
Can man by reaſon's beam be led aftray ? 
Or, at his peril, imitate his god? 
Since virtue ſometimes ruins us on earth, 
Or both are true; or, man ſuryives the grave. 
Or man ſurvives the grave, or own, Lurcazo, 
Thy boaſt ſupreme, a wild abſurdity. 
Dauntleſs thy ſpirit ; cowards are thy ſcorn. 
Grant man immortal, and thy ſcorn is juſt. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, 
Dares ruth on death—becauſe he cannot die. 
But if man loſes all, when life is lott, 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires, 
A daring infidel (and fuch there are, 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 
Or pure heroical defect of thought), 
Of all earth's madmen, moſt. deſerves a chain. 
When to the grave we follow the renown'd - 
For valour, virtue, ſcience, all we love, beam, 
And all we praiſe ; for worth, whoſe noontide 
Enabling us to think in higher ſtyle, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal pow'rs ; 
Dream we, that luſtre of the moral world 
Goes out in ſtench, and rottenneſs the cloſe ? 
Why was he wiſe to know, and warm to praiſe, 
And ſtrenuous to tranſcribe, in human life, 
The mind Almighty ? could it be, that fate, 
Joft when the lineaments began to ſhine, 
And dawn the = ſhould ſuatch the draught, 
With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The ſkies alarm, leſt angels too might die! 
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If human fouls, why not angelic too 
Extingvith'd ? and a folitary God, 
O'er ghaſtly ruin, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in man ? 
The next, loſe man for ever in the duſt ? 
From duſt we diſengage, or man miſtakes ; 
And there, where leaſt his judgment fears « flaw. 
Wiſdom and worth, how boldly he commends ! 
Wiſdom and worth, are ſacred names: rever'd, 
Where not embrac'd ; applauded ! deify'd ! 
Why not compaſfion'd too? if ſpirits die, 
Both are calamities, inflifted both 
To make us but more wretched : wiſdom's 
Acute, for what? to ſpy more muſeries ; (ſtings. 
And worth fo recompens d, new-points their 
Or man ſurmounts the grave, or gain is loſs, 
And worth exalted humbles us the more. 
Thau wilt not patronize a ſcheme that makes 
Weakneſs, and vice, the refuge of mankind, 

Has virtue, then, no joys?” —yes, joys dears 

bought; he =; ao” | 

Talk ne'er ſo long, in this imperfeRt tate, 


Virtue, and vice, are at eternal war. 


Virtue's combat; and who fighs for nought ! 


Or for precarious, or for ſmall reward? 
Who virtue's ſelf-reward fo loud refound. - 
Would take . — below., 
And virtue, While they compliment, betray, 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. — ö 
The crown, th' unfading crown, her ſoul inſpires, 
Tis that, and that alone, can countervail __. 
The body's treach'ries, and the world's afſaults; 
On earth's poor pay our fumiſh'd virtue dies. 
Truth inconteftable ! in ſpite of all 8 
A Bayle has preach'd, or & V——e believed, 
In man the more we dive, the more we fee 
Heav'ns fignet ſtamping an immortal make. 
Dive ta the bottom of his ſou], the baſe 
Suſtaining all ; 1 we ? knowledge, love. 
| Hy - 
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As light, and heat, eſſential to the ſun, 

Theſc to the ſbul. And why, if ſouls expire? 
How little lovely here ? how little known ? 
Small knowledge we dig up with endleſs toil ! 
And love unfeign' d may purchaſe perfect hate 
Why ſtarv d, on earth, our angel · appetites; 
While bfutal are indulg'd their fulſome fill? 
Were then capacities 17 * ine conferr d 


| As a mock-diadem, iu ſavage ſport, 


Rank infult of our pompous poverty, [ fair ? 
Which reaps but paip, from ſeeming claims ſo 


In future age lies no redreſs ? and ſhuts 


_—_ — 


What the w 


Eternity ſtru 


Eternity the dobr on our complaint ? 
If fo, fot what ffrauge eng were mortals made? 
Tue worſt to walldw, and the beft to weep ; 
The man who merits mf, muſt moſt complain: 
Can we coriceive a difre; 7d! in _ n 
pe 5 or endure | 4 

This cannot be. 1e love, an — in man 
Tx boundleſs appetite, and bouhdleſt pow'r ; 
And theſe demonſtrate boundleſs 2 too. 
Objects, pow'rs, 3 ppetires, heav*n ſuits in all; 
Nar, nature thro", ter violates this ſweet, 


Etef nat concord, "of ker nel firing, ſh 


Is man the fo I 0 


i fo. from by r laws? 
5 human oper | 
(1 ſpeak yes), ur veneration too] y 
Matis a fnon , 4 of. heay'n, 
ain, a dark impenetgable cloud 
'ntyre” 1 7 8 : and deforms, 
182 aging blot ) de — her with her lord. 
ed is man allot it, what is heav n? 


: O! on the fowl 1 kann xg or blaſyhemer 
Or own the foul 1 


als tavert - 
All order. Go, . o, man 


And bow 0 th 9 25 rs, f dhe ſtall ; 


Thro' ev*ry ſcene of ſk er wo far: [#rcam 


They graze the turt un ; they __ the 
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With daubts, fears, fruitleſs hopes, regrete, da- 
ſwairs; 
Mankind s peculiar ! reaſon's precious dow'r ! 
No foreign clime they rarſack for their robes ; 
Nor brothers eite to the litigioos bar; 
Their good is good entire, uumix'd, urmarr d; 
They find a Paradiſe in ev'ry field, 
Gu boughs forbidden where no curſce hang : 
Their ill, no more than ſtrikes the ſenſe; un- 
1 rerche 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : 
When the worſt comes, it comes unfear'd ; one 
- ſtroke 
Bg ins, and ends, their woe: they die but on- e; 
Blegi j incommunicable privilege !' for which 
Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the 
Fhiloſopher, or hero, fighs'n'vain. [ftars, 
Account for this prerogative in brutes. 
No day, no'glimpſe of day; to ſolve the knot, , 
Burt whar beams on ir from eternity. 
O tole and ſweet folution'!” that unties 
The difficult, and foftens the ſevere; 
The cloa& ov nature's 'btavteous face difpels ; 
Reſtores - bright order ; cafty the brute beneath z 
And re-inthrones us in fupremac = 
Of joy, evin here: admit immortal life, 
And virtye is knight-errantry no more ; 
Each virtue brings in hand a golden dow r, 
Far richer in reverfion': Hope exults; 
And tho* much 7 in our cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and gives the taſte of heav'n. 
N -wherefore is the Hap "fo Kind? 
Aſtoniſting beyond — s 
Heav's our reward for Neav*n enjoy d below. | 
.  K-unfubdu'd thy ſtybborn heart far ther 
The traitor lorks, who $6abt3'rhe truth 1 fing. 
Nea fon is guiltleſs ; will alone rehels. 


bop in that ſtubborn heart; if F ſhould End 


vnexpected witnefles againfl thee ? 
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Ambition, pleaſure, and the love of grain ! [ſoul 
Canſt thou ſuſpect, that theſe, which make the 
The flave of earth, ſhould own her heir of heay'n? 
Canſt thou ſuſpect what makes us diſbelieve 
Our immortality, ſhould prove it ſure ? 
Firſt, then, ambition ſummon to the bar. 
Ambition's thame, extravagance, diſguſt, 
And inextinguiſhable nature, ſpeak. | 
Each much depoſes ; hear them in their turn. 
Thy foul, how paſt onately fond of fame 
How anxious, that fond paſhon to conceal ! 
We bluſh, detected in defigns on praiſe, 
Tho' for beſt deeds, and from the beſt of men! 
And why ? becauſe immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the foul : 
Heav'n kindly gives aur blood a moral flow; 
Bids it aſcend the glowing check, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, 
Which ſtoaps to cougt a character from man; 


While o'er us, in tremendous Ju ent fit 


Far more than man, with endleſspraiſe, andblame. 
Ambition's boundleſs appetite out-ſpeaks 

The verdict of its ſhame. When ſouls take fire 

At high preſumptions of their own deſert, 


One age is poor applauſe ; the mighty ſhout, - 
The thunder by the Living few begun. 


Late time muſt echo! worlds unborn, reſound. 
We wiſh our names eternally to live: [ thought, 
Wild dream! which ne'er had haunted human 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 
Inſtinct points out an int' reſt in hereafter ; 
Pur our blind reaſon, ſees not where it lies ; 
( Or, ſceing, gives the; ſubſtance for the hade. 
+ Fame is the ſhad- of immortality, 
And in itſelf a ſhadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn'd ; it ſhrinks to nothing in the graſp. 
Conſult th' ambitious, tis ambition's cure. 
« And is this all?” cried Cæſar at his height, 
Diſguſted. This third proof ambition brings 
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Of immortality. The firſt in fame, | 
Obſerve him near, your envy will abate ; 
Sham'd at the difproportion vaſt, between 
The paſſion, and the purchaſe, he will figh 
At ſuch ſucceſs, and bluſh at his renown. 
And why ? becauſe far richer prize invites 
His heart; far more illuſtrious glory calls; 
It calls in whiſpers, yet the deafeſt hear. 
And can ambition a fourth proof ſupply ? 
It can, and ſtronger than the former three; 
Vet quite o'erlook'd by ſome reputed wiſe. 
Tho' diſappointments in ambition pain, 
And tho” ſucceſs diſguſts ; yet ftill, Lorenzo! 
In vain we ſtrive to pluck it from our hearts ! 
By nature planted for the nobleſt ends. 
Abſurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus giv'n, 
More prais'd, than ponder'd ; ſpecious, but un- 
ſound : 
Sooner that hero's ſword the world had quell'd, 
Than reaſon, his ambition. Man muſt ſoar. 
An obſt inate activity within, 
An infupprefive ſpring, will toſs him up 
In ſpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone, 
Each villager has his ambition too; 
No ſultan prouder than his fetter'd ſlave: 
Slaves build their little Babylons of ſtraw, 
Echo the proud Aſſyrian, in their hearts, 
And __ behold the wonders of my might!“ 
And why? becauſe immortal as their lord; 
And ſouls immortal muſt for ever heave 
At ſomething great ; the glitrer, or the gold ; 
The praiſe of mortals, or the praiſe of heav'n. 
Nor abſolutely vain is buman praiſe, 
When human 1s ſupported by divine. 
I'll introduce Lorenzo to himſelf : [ hearts, 
Pleaſure and pride (bad mafters!) ſhare our 
As love of pleaſure is ordain'd to guard | 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race; 
The love of praiſe is planted to protect, F | 
H 5 * | 
| 
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And propagate the glories of the mind. 

What is it, but the love of praiſe, inſpires, 
Matures, reftaes, embelliſhes, exalts. 

Earth's happineſs ? from that, the delicate, 
The grand, the marvellous, of civil life, 
Want and convenience, under-workers, lay 
The baſis, on which love of glory builds. 

Nor is thy life, O virtue! lefy in debt 

To praiſe, thy: ſecret ſtimulating friend. 

Were men not proud, what merit ſhould we 
maſs ; . 
Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. 
Praiſe is the ſalt that ſeaſons right to man, 
And whets his appetite for moral good. 
T hirſ of applauſe is virtue's ſecond guard; 
Reaſon, her firſt ; but reaſon wants an aid ; 
Our private reaſon is a flatterer ; 

" of applauſe calls public judgment in, 

o poiſe our own, to keep an even ſcale, 
And give endanger'd virtue fairer play. 
Here a fifth proof ariſes, ſtronger ſtill: 

Why this ſo nice conſtruction of our hearts ? 
Theſe delicate moralities of ſenſe ; 

This conftitutional reſerve of aid - 

To ſuccour virtue, when oyr reaſon fails; 

If virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 

And, oft, the mark of injuries on earth, 
When labour'd to maturity (irs bill 

Of d: ſciplines, and pain, wnpaid) muſt die? 
Why freighted rich ro daſh againſt a rock? 
Were man to periſh when moſt fit to live, 

O how miſpent were all theſe ftratagems, 

By ſkill divine inwoven in our frame ? 

Were are heav'n's'holinefs and mercy fled ? 
Laughs heav'n, at once, at virtue, and at man? 

If not, why that diſcourag'd, this deſtroy d? 

Thus far ambition. What ſays avarice ? 

This her chief maxim. which has long been thine: 
% Fhe wife and w*att by'are the fame,''—1 gra? 
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Ts ſtore up treaſure, with inceflant toil, 
This is man's province, this bis bigheſt praiſe. 
To this great end keen inſtinet ſtings him on. 

o guide thay inſtinct, reaſon ! is thy charge; 
"Tis thine to tell us where true treaſure lies: 
But, reaſon failing to diſcharge her truſt, 

Or to the deaf diſcharging it in vain, 

A blunder follows; and blind induſtry, 

Gall'd by the ſpur, but firanger to the courſe, 

(The courſe where more than ſtakes of gold are 
won 

Gees with the cares of diſtant age, 

The jaded ſpirits of the preſent hour, 

Provides for an eternity below. 

„Thou ſhalt not covet,” is a wiſe command; 
But bounded to the wealth the ſun ſurveys : 
Look farther, the command ftands quite revers'd, 
And av'rice is a virtue moſt divine. 

Is faith. a refuge for our happineſs ? 

Moſt ſure : and is it nor for rcaſfon too 
Nothing this world unriddles, but the next, 
Whence inextinguiſhable thirſt of gain? 

From inextinguithable life in man: 

Men, if not meant, by worth to reach the flties, 
Had wanted wing to fly fo far in guilt. 

Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, av'rice : 

Yet fill their rqot is immortality. 

Theſe its wild growths ſo bitter and ſo baſe, 
(Pain and reproach !) religion can reclaim, 
Refine, exalt, throw down their pois'nous lee, 
\And make them ſparkle in the bowl of blifs. 
See the third witneſs laughs at bliſs. remote, 
And falſely promiſes an Eden here : 

Truth the thall ſpeak for once, tho' prone to lie, 
A comma cheat, and pleaſure is her naine. ** 
To pleaſure never was Lorenzo deaf; 

Then hear her now, now firſt thy real friend. 

Since gature made us not more foud than proud 
Of happineſs Rs” > Ps in joy ! 
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Makers of mirth ! artificers of ſmiles ! 
Why thould the joy moſt poignant ſenſe affords, 
Burn us with bluſhes, and rebuke our pride ? 
Thoſe heav'n-born bluthes tell us man deſcends, 
En'n in the zenith of his earthly - lifs: 
Should reaſon take her infidel repoſe, 
This honeſt inffin& ſpeaks our lineage high 
This inſtinct calls en darkneſs to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the ſtalls. 
Our glory covers us with noble ſhame, 
And he that's unconfounded, is unmann'd. 
The man that bluſhes is not quite a brute. 
Thus far, with thee, Lorenzo will I cloſe; 
Pleaſure is good, and man for pleaſure made ; 
But pleaſure full of glory and of joy ; 
Pleaſure, which neither bluſhes, nor expires. 
The witneſſes are heard; the cauſe is o'er ; 
Let conſcience file the ſentence in her court, 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey : 
Thus, ſeal'd by truth, th' authentic record runs. 
„ Know all; know, Infidels, —unapt to know 
4 'Tis immortality your gature ſolves; 
« 'Tis immortality decyphers man, 
« And opens all the myſteries of his make. 
„Without it, half his inſtinct: are a riddle z 
© Without it, all his virtues are a dream. 
« His very crimes atteſt his dignity ; 
% His fateleſs thirſt of pleaſure, gold and fame, 
« Declares him born for bleſſings infinite: 
© What leſs than infinite, makes un-abfurd 
« Paſſions, which all on earth but more mftames? 
« Fierce paſſions, ſo miſ-meaſur'd to this ſeene. 
* Stretch'd out, like eagles“ wings beyond our 
neſt, 
% Far, far, beyond the worth of all below, 
For earth too large, preſage a nobler flight, 
« And evidence our title to the ſkies. 
Ye gentle Theologues ef calmer kind ! 
Whole conſtitution dictates to your pen, - 
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Who, could 8 think ardour comes from 
hell! 

hink not our pafſions from corcuption ſprung, 

ho” to corruption now they lend their wings ; 
That is their miſtreſs, not their mother. All 
(And juſtly) reaſon deem divine: I fee, 
I feel a grandeur in the paſſions too, [ end. 
Which ſpeaks their high deſcent, and glorious 
Which ſpeaks them rays of an eternal fire. 
In Paradiſe itſelf they burnt as ſtrong, 
'Ere Adam tell; tho' wiſer in their aim. 
Like the proud Eaſtern, ſtruck by providence, 
What tho” our pathons are run mad, and ſtoop 
With low, terreſtrial appetite, to graze 
On traſh, on toys, dethron'd from high defire ? 
Yet Mill, thro' their diſgrace, 3 feeble ray 
Of greatneſs thines, and tells us whence they fei: 
But theſe (like that fall'n monarch when re- 

claun'd) 

When reaſon moderates the reign aright, 
Shall re-aſcend, remount their former ſphere, 
Where ance they ſoar'd illuſtrious; ere ſaduc'd 
By wanton Eve's debauch, to ſtroll on earth. 
And ſet the ſublunary world on fire. 

But grant their frenzy laſts; their frenzy 
To diſappoint one providential end, [ fails 
For which heay'n blew up ardour in our hearts: 
Were reaſon filent, boundleſs paſhon ſpeaks 
A future ſcere of boundleſs objects too, 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 
Eternal day! 'Tis that enlightens all: 
And all by that enlighten'd, proves it ſure, 
Conſider man as an immortal being, 
Intelligible all; and all is great; 
A cryſtalline tranſparency prevails, 
And ſtrikes full luſtre thro' the human ſphere ; 
Conſider man as mortal, all is dark, 
And wretched ; reaſon werps at the ſurvey. 
The learn'd Lorenzo crit, © And let her weep, 


« Weak, modern reaſon: Antient times were 
„Authority, that venerable guide, (wife 


„Stands on my part; the fam'd Athenian perch 


« And who for wiſdom to renown'd as they?) 

« Der.y'd this immortality to man.“ 

I graat it; but athirm, they prov'd it too. 

A riddle this !—have paticace, Fll explain. 
What noble vanities, what moral flights, 

Glitt'ring thro” their romantic wiſdom's page, 


Make vs, at once, deſpiſe them, and admire ? 


Fable is flat to theſe high ſeaton'd fires : 

They leave th* extravagance of ſong below. 

« Fleſh ſhall not feel ; or, feeling, ſhall enjoy 

«© The dagger or the rack; to them, alike 

« A bed of rotes or the burning bull.” 

In man exploding all N the grave, ſ ſtrange; 

Strange doctrine, this! As 22 it was 

Zut not, as propheſy; for ſuch it prov d, | 

And to their own amazement, was fulfll'd : 

They feign'd a firmneſs chriſtians need not feign. 

The chriſtian truly triumph'd in the flame: 

The ſtowic ſaw, in double wonder loft, 

Wonder at them, and wonder at himſelf, 

To find the bold adventures of his thought 

Not buld, and that he ftrove to lie in vain. 

Whence, then, thoſe thoughts? thoſe row'ring 
thoughts, that flew 

Such monſtrous heights ? From inftin& and from 
pride. 

The glorious inſtinct of a deathleſs ſoul, 

Confus'dly conſeious of her dignity « 

Suggeſted truths they could not underſtand. 

In luft's dominion and in paſhon's ſtorm, 

Truth's ſyſtem broken, ſcatter'd fragments lav, 

(As light in chaos, glimm' ring thro” the gloom: ) 

Smit with the pomp of lofty — 

Peas d pride proclaim'd what reaſon diſbeliev d. 

Pride, like the Delphie priefteſs with a ſwell, 

Rav d nouſenſe, deftin d te the future ſenſe, © 
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When life :mmortal, in full day (hall thine; 

And death's dark thadows fly the goſpel fun. | 

They ſpoke, what nothing but immortal fouls 

Could ſpeak ; and thus the truth they queſtion'd, 
prov d. 

Can then abſurdities, as well as crimes, 
Speak man immortal? all things ſpeak him ſo. 
Much has been urg'd ; and doſt thou call for 

more ? 
Call; and with endleſs queſtions be diſtreſt, 
All uareſolvable, if earth is all. 

*« Why lite, a moment ? infinite, defire ? 
„Our with, eternity? Our home the grave? 

„ Heav'n's promi ſe dormant hes in human hope 
© \Who withes life immortal, proves it too. 

© Why happineſs purſu'd tho“ never found? 
Man's thirſt of happineſs declare it is, 

For nature never gravitates to nought ;)) 
*© That thirſt unquenchr declares it is not here. 
«© Mis Lucia, thy Clariſſa, call te thought; 
Wap coral frieadſhip rivetted fo deep, 

© As hearts to pierce at firſt, at parting, rend, 
It frierd and friendſhip vaniſh 4 an an mos * 
got this torment in the maſk of jo 

«© Why by reflection marr'd the joy's ase £ 
© Why paſt and future, preying on our hearts 
« And porting all our preſent joys to death? 

* Why labours reaſon ? inftin& were as well; 

© Inſtluct, far better; what cat c hooſe, can err: 
„O how iufallible the thoughtleſs brute ! 

& *'Twere well his holineſs were half as ſure. \ 
* Reaſon with inclination,why at war? [ arms?” 
np ſenſe of guilt > Why eotifcience up in 

Contcicace of guilt, is propheſy of pain, 


Aud hoſon-countet to decline the blow. 


Reaſon with inclination ne'er had jar d, 

I: nothing future paid forbegrance here. 

* on — Thete, aud 2 thouſand Pleas "encall'd, 
Li promity, forms antuc, a ſetoùd ſcene; 
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Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far 

Than all things elſe moſt certain; were it falſe- 

What truth on earth ſo precious as the lie? 

This world it gives us, let what will enſue ; 

This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope : 

The future of the preſent is the foul : 

How this life groans, when ſever'd from the next! 

Poor mutilated wretch, that diſbelieves |! 

By dark diſtruſt his being cut in two, 

Fn both parts periſhes ; life void of joy, 

Sad preinde of eternity in pain 

— — perſuade me the next life could 
Al 

Our ardent wiſhes ; how ſhould I pour out 

My bleeding heart in anguiſh, new, as deep! 

Oh ! with what thoughts, thy hope, and my 
deſpair, 

Abhorr'd annihilation ! blaſts the ſoul 

And wide extends the bounds of human woe ! 

Could I believe Lorenzo's ſyſtem true, 

In this black channel would my ravings run. 

©« Grief from the future borrow'sd peace ere- 

while. 

© The future vaniſh'd ! and the preſent pain'd ! 

„Strange import of unprecedented i11 ! 

„Fall how profound! like Lucifer's the fall! 

« Unequal fate | his fall, without his guilt ! 

From where fond hope built her pavillion high, 

© The gods among, hurl'd 'headlong, hurl'd at 
once 


« Tonight] to nothing! darker ſtill than night. 
„If 'twas a dream, why wake me my worſt foe? 
© Lorenzo! boaſtful of the name of friend 

O for deluſion ! O for error ſtill ! plant 
Could vengeance ſtrike much ſtronger than to 
** A thinking being in a world like this, 
Not over-rich re, now beggar'd quite ; 


1. N More curſt ghan as the fall the ſon Boes ont} 
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* The thogns * up! what thorns in ev'ry 
2 t | 


k 428 .. = SUR een i a2. 6 
re Why ſenſe of herter,{- it, embitters. worſe. . - 
« Why ſe ſe? why life? bat. to vgb, then ſink 
% To what, was | twice nothing | and much 
be M*. 1 was wont 
Woe, from, heav/a's baunties woe, from what 
« To flatex, woſt, high. jateleGual powers | 

„Thou R knowledge | bleſſings by 


+ os LAY FF u 915 20 AW ; 1 54 
« A e n Pick lies once 
„% My. ſoul's ambition now, her greateſt dread. - 
% To know my ſelf, true wiſdom, ? No, to ſhun 
« That ſhocking ſcience, patent of deſpair ! 
« Avert thy mirror: If I fee, I die. 

. * Kqow my creator ?. chmb his þleft abode 
« By painful ſpeculation, pierce the; yeil, 
« Dive in his nature, read his attributes, 
« And gaze in admiration—on a for, 


„ Obtrud ing life, with-holding happineſs! - 
% From the full rivers that ſurzound h's throne, 
% NotJetting fall one drop of joy. on man; 
„(Man gaſping for one drop, that he might ceaſe 
% To cugze his birth, nor enyy-reptiles more]) 
3 0 2 e clouds } ye darkeſt ſhades of night 
© Hide h im, fur ever hidehim, from my thought, 
Once all my comfort ; ſource, and ſaul of zoyt- 
* Now leagu' d with furies, and with thee, againſt 
me. | py _Lnown ?. 
« Know his atchievements? ſtudy his re⸗ 
« Contemplate this amazing univerſe, 
* Dropt from his bagd, with mizacles replete ! 
« For what? mid mitacles of nobler name, 
* To find one miracle of miſery ?? 
% To find the being, which alone can know 
« And-praite his works, a blemiſh on his praiſe? 
*© Thro' nature's ample range, in thought to ſtroll, 
And ſtart at man, the hugle rayurner there; 


* 
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4 
Breathing high hope ! chain'd down to pangs 
« and death? | 
© Knowing is ſuff ring: and ſhall virtue ſſrare 
The figh of knowledge? virtue ſhares the figh. 
„ By ftraining up the ſteepof excellent, 
« By battles fought, and, from tempration, won, 
„What gains ſhe? but the pang of ſeeing worth, 
% Angelic worth, ſoon ſhuffled in the dark 
With ev'ry vice, and ſwept to brutal duſt. 
« Merit is madneſs; virtue is a crime ; 
A crime to reaſon, if it cofts us pain 
«© Unpaid : what pain, amidſt a thouſand more, 
4 To think the moft abandon d, after days 
Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 
« As ſoft a pillow, nor make fouler clay ! 
„Duty! religion !-—-—Theſe, our duty done, 
„ Imply reward. Religion is m:ftake. 
** Duty — there's none, but to repel the cheat. 
«© Ye cheats ! away ! ye daughters of my pride! 
*« Whofeign yourſelves the fav rites of the ſkies: 
« Ye row'ring hopes! abortive energies ! 
© That toſs, and ſtruggle, in my lying breaſt, 
* To ſcale the ſkies, and build preſumptions 
As I were heir of gn eternity; ſthere, 
„Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 
„Why travel far in _ of ſure defeat ? 
«« As bounded as my being, be my with. 
« All is inverted, wiſdom is a fool. ſon; 
© Senſe ! rake the reign ! blind paſhon drive us 
« And ignorance ! betriend us on our way; 
«« Ye new, but trueft patrons of our peace! 
« Yes, give the pulſe full empire ; live the brute, 
Since, as the brute, we die. The ſum of man, 
Of godlike man ! to revel, and to ror. 
« But not on equal terms with other brutes : 
Their revels a more poignaat reliſh yield, 
« And ſafer too; they never poi ſons chooſe, 
<« InftinR, than reaion, makes more wholeſome 
meals, 


. 


: 
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« And ſends all-marring murmur far away. 
« For ſenſual life they beſt philoſophize ; 
« Theirs, 'thar-ferene, the ſages fought in vainz 
« 'Tis man alone expoſtulates with heav'n ; 
« His, all the'pow'r, and all rhe cauſe, ro mburn. 
« Shall demos eyes * — teutrs ? 
1% And bleed, in anguiſh, none but Bt 
« The wide-ftretch helm of — Try 4 
« Surpaſſing fenſual far, is alt our own, ' 
« In life ſo fatally difidguiſtit, why N 
« Caſt in one lot,  coiifetfnded; lumpt in death? 
Exe yet in being wits maukind in guilt? 
« Why thunder'd this peculiar clauſe againſt us? 
& All-mortal, and aH-wretched !—have the ſkies 
% Reaſons of ſtate, their ſubjects may not ſcan, 
« Nor humbly reafon, hen they forely fgh * f 
« All-mortal, and all- wretebhed “ tis roo much: 
«. Unparallel'd in nature: tis too much 
«4 On being unrequeſted at thy hands, | 
4- Omniporent ! for Iſee nougbt but pow'r. [ear, 
And why ſee that? why thought? to toil, aud 
© Theu make our bed in (darkneſs, needs no 
thought. * 
What ſuperfluities are reayFning ſouls ! 
© Oh give eternity! or thought deſtroy. [felt ; 
But without thought our curſe were half-un- 
% Its blunted edge would ſpare the throbbing 
heart ; 8 [reaſon ! 
And, therefore, tis beſtow'd, I thank thet, 
For aiding life's too ſmall calamities, 
„And giving being to the dread of death. 
Such are thy bounties Vi it then too much 
For me, to treſpaſs on the brutal rights ? ä 
+ To much for heav'n to make one emmet more? 
Too much for chaos to permit my maſs 
A longer ſtay with eſſences unwrovught, 
« Unfaihion'd, untormented into man ? 
«© Wretched preferment to this round of pains ! 
* Wretched capacity ef frenzy, thought | 


„ 
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« Wretched ity of dying, life |. [volt 4 
„Life, thou 9 months wildem,alt;(0 euro- 


"Once: end to deact, gone ox er to the for, 
40 er e its natute too: 9 


« ome tq,my b hou, beft giftof heav p 
Beſt friend. aft gs man 15 en no more? 

« Why in this ther orny; wilderneſs fo — * 

« Since there _ ene nn 

« To pay me with tz for my: tings 8 
6: If needful 4 to the, ſel 1 heay'n 


4 To fling us fore, wh mockt our miſe 
«© Why. ths ſo — inſult o'er — 
«T Why this gon FARO difplay'd ?: 
a Ar heed ſo ma d deſpair ? 
RN roll 
4 Thefe grin arbs, that mortals may compu 
en 


« Their 2 of labayrs, and of — nor — 
4% Their fall, menſure?—ſmiles with 
flow <a 


« And fruits, promiſcuons, ever-teeming earth; 
«That man may languiſh in luxurious ſcenes, 
And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ? 


% Claim earth and ſkies man s admiration, due 


For ſuch delights ?, bleſt animals! too wiſe 
i To wonder and ton happy te complain ! 

« Our doom decreed demands a mourntul ſcene: 
« Why not a-dungeondark, for the condemn d 
« Why not the dragon's ſubterraneous den, 
we Fer! man to hoi, in? Why not his abode ' 

f the ſame di colour with his fate'? 
» $+ Thebes, a Babylon, at vaſt expence 
« Of time, toil 4 — art, for owts and adders, 
Ai coagruous, a5 for man this lofty dome, 
a Which p proud thought, and kind!es 
'ti oþ defire; 

4 If, Ps. hex humble chamber in the duſt, 
„ 'hile proud thought ſwells, and high defire 
| inftumes, _ 


—————— 
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« The poor worm calls us ſor her inmates there; 

« A, round us; death's i zerable hand 

„ Draws the dark curuin edo vndrawn no 
.* + chars. - 2 3 _ 

' 4YUndrawn ne more !—beRind the cloud of 

1% Once 1 btheld's ſun; a ſun which'gilt' 

% That ſable cloud; and turn'd it all to gold; 

„ Howſthe-grave's alter'd ! fathemben, as hell 

« A rat hell to thoſe who #rtaint af heav'n. _ 

« Annihilation 7 how pt hes before me 


ba BP &# FY , 


(« 2 may drop ſrom thought, from 
ſenſe ORE na 

66 The privil of angels; and of worms, 

« An vatcaſt from exiſtence? and this ſyirir, 


„This a rervading, this'al?-confcious ſoul, 
« This particle of energy divine, | 
„Wieh travels nature, flies from ſtar to tar, 
« And vifits gods, and emulates their pow'rs, 
% For er is extivguiſh'd. Horror! death 
% Death of that death I fearteſs once furvey'd!— 
„When horror univerſal ſhall deſcend, [race 
% And heav'n's dark concave urn all human 
On that enormons, unrefunding tomb, | 


% How jutt this verſe! this monumental fi gh l 


Beneath the lomber of demolifh'd worlds, 
Deep in the rubbiſh of the gen'ral wreck, 
Swept ĩgdominious to the common maſs 
Ot matter, never d gnify'd with life, 
Here lie proud rationals; thi ſons of heav'n! 
The lards of earth! 15 property of worms! 
Beings of ſterday, and'no to-morrow ! 
Who liv'd in terror, and in pangs expir'd } 
All gone to rot in'chaas; or to make 
Their happy traofit into blocks or brutes, 
Nor longer ſully their creator's name. 


Lorenza! hear, pauſe, ponder, and pronounce. 
Juſt is this hiſtory? if ſuch is man, 
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Mankind's hiftorian, tho' divine, might weep. 

And dares Lorenzo ſmiic !—TI know thee proud: 

For once let pride befriend thee ; pride looks/pale 

Ar ſuch à ſcene, and fighs for ſomething more. 

Amid thy boafts, preſumptions, and diſplays, 

And art thou then a ſhadow + Lefs than ſhade ? 

A nothing? 'Leſs than nothing? To have been, 

And not to be, is lower than unborn. 

Art thou ambitious ! Why then make the worm 

Thine equal? Runs thy taſte of pleaſure high ? 

Why patxanize ſure death of ev'ry joy? 

Charm riches? Why chooſe beggary in the grave, 

Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt ! and for ever? 

Ambition, pleaſure, avarice, perſuade thee + 

To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, 

They lately prov'd, thy ou ſupreme deſire. 
What art thou made of ? rather how unmade? 

Great Nature's maſter appetite deftroy'd | , 

Is endleſs life, and happineſs deſpis d? 

Or both wiſh'd, here, where neither can be found? 

Such man's perverſe, eternal war with heaven 

Dar ſt thou perfil ? And is there nought on 

But a long train of tranſitory forms, earth 

Rifing, and breaking, millions in an hour? 

Bubbles of a faptafiick deity, blown up 

In ſport, and then in cruelty deſtroy'd ? 

Oh! for what crime, unmerciſul Lorenzo! 

Deſtroys thy ſcheme the whole of human face? 

Kind is fell Lucifer, compar'd to thee : 

Oh! ſpare this waſte of being half divine; 

And vindicate th' ceconomy of heaven. 
Heav'n is all love; all joy in giving joy : 

It neves had created but to bleſs : 

And ſhall it then ſtrike out the liſt of life, 

A being bleſt, or nar fo to be? 

Heav'n ſtarts at an annihilating God. 

Is that, all nature ſtarts at, thy defire ? 

Art ſuch a clod to wiſh thyſelf all clay ? 

What is that dreadful wiſh ?—The dying groan 
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Of nature, murder'd by the blackeſt guilt. 
What deadly poiſon has thy nature drank? 
To nature undebauch'd no ſhock fo great; 
Nature's firſt wiſh is endleſs happineſs ; 
Annihilation is an after-thought, 

A monftrous with unborn till virtue dies. 
And, oh ! what depth of horror lies enclos d! 
For non-exiftence no man ever with'd, 

But, firft, he wiſh'd the Deity deſtroy d. 

If ſo g what words are dark enough to draw 
Thy picture true? The darkeſt are too fair. 
Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of deſperation, by what fury's aid, 

In what — 2 poſture of the ſoul, 

All hell invited, and all hell in joy, 

At ſuch a birth, a birth ſo near of kin, 

Did thy foul fancy whelp fo black a ſcheme 

Of hopes abortive, faculties half blown, | 
And deities begun, reduc'd to duſt? [flux 
There's nought (thou ſay'ſt) but one eternal 
Of feeble eflences, tumultuous driv'n 

Thro' time's rough billows into night's abyſs. 
Say in this rapid tide of human ruin, | 
Is there no rock, on which man's toſſing though 
Can reſt from terror, dare his fate ſurvey, 
And boldly think it ſomething to be born ? 
Amid ſuck hourly wrecks of being fair, 

Is there no central, all- ſuſtaining baſe, 
All-realizing, all - connecting pow'r, 

Which, as it call'd forth all things, can recal, 
And force deftruion to refund her ſpoil? 
Command the grave reſtore her taken prey ? 
Bid death's dark vale its human harveſt yield, 
And earth, and occan, pay their debt of man 
True to the grand depoſit truſted there? 

Is there no potentate, whoſe out-ftrerch'd arm, 
When rip'ning time calls forth th' appointed hour 
Pluck'd from foul devaſtation's famiſh'd maw, 
Binds preſent, paſt, and future, to his throne ? 


— * * 
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His throne, bow glorious, thus divinely grac'd, 
Ry germinarthg'deings cluſtring 8 5 
A garlknd' worthy the divinity? con tag 
A throne, by heavy'n's omnipatence it! niles, 
Built on z Pharos tow'ring in the waves) 
ft" immenſe effuſions of his loye ! ' 

An ocean of conmunicated'blifs ! 1 215 

An all:prolific, all preferving Gad! 
This were a God indreg And ſuch 15 m, 
As here preſum d: He riſes from his . | 
Think than omniporence a naked” root, 
Each bloſſom fair of Deity derer N 8 


Nothing is dead i nay, nothing flceps 3 each faul, 
That ever anzmated human clay, _ 
Now ho wark is ou the wing; and where, 0 
" where, i Bis 
Will the fwarm ſettle? When the trumpet's call 
As ſounding brafs, collects us, round heaven 
throne 6 
Canglob'd, we baik in everlaſting day, 
(Patcrnal ſplendour !) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the foul this outlet to the ſkies, 
Iu this vaſt veſſel} af the univerſe, | 
How ſhould we gaſp as in an empty void ! 
How in the parigy of famith'd hope expire 
How bright my proſpect ſhines ! how gloomy 


thane 
A trembling world and a devouring God! 
Earth but the ſhambles of omnipotence! _ 
Heaven's face all ftain'd with cauſeleſs maſſacres 
Of countle millions born to feel the pang 
Of being loſt. Lorenzo can it be! 
This bids us Rudder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be born to ſuch a phantom world 
Where nought ſubſtantial, but our miſery ? 
Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diſtreſs, 
So ſoon to periſh and revive no more 
The greater ſuch a joy, the more it pains. 
A world ſo far from great (and yet how great 


nere rere we 
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Ho dat'd indict him of a word like this? 


- Know'ſt thou the importanceof à ſoul immortal? 
'Rehold this midnight glory: worlds on worlds ! 
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It ſhines to thee!) there's nothing real in it; 
Being, a ſhadow | conſeieuſneſea dream 
A dream, how dreadful ! univerſal blank 
| it, and behind! poop man, a ſpark 
rom gon-exiftence ſtruck by wrath divine, 
Glitt' ring a moment, nor that moment ſare, 
Mid' fl upper, ntther, and ſurrounding tight, 
His ſad, ſure. ſudden, and eternal tomb; 
Lorunto l doſt thou feel theſe ? 
Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt? 
How hait thou dar'd the Deity dethrone > 


If ſuch the world, creation was a crime ; 

For what is crime, but cauſe of mifery > 

Retract blaſphemer and unriddle this, | 
Of endleſs arguments above, below, 1 
Without us, and within, the ſhort reſult— 
If man immortal, there's a God in IT 

But wherefore ſuch redundancy ? ſack wiſe 

Of argument} One ſets my foul at reſt, » + 
One obvious, and at hand, and oh lat heart. 


30 juſt thefkies, Philander's life ſo pain d; 


His heart ſo pure ; that or ſucceeding ſcenes 

Have palme to give, or ne'cr had he been born. 
„ What an old tale is this; Lorenzo cries — 

I gram this ment is old; but truth 

No years i 4 and had not chis been true, 


Thou aever hadſt deſpis d it for its 1 


Truth 45 mortal as thy foul z and 
As fleeting as thy joys : be wiſe, nor make 
Hear'o's\hig veſt ng, vengeance; O be wiſe ! 
Nor make a curſe of immortality. + © 

Sayy know'firhou what it is? Or what thou art? 


ing pomp! -redouble this ama e:; 

an thouſtnd add; and twieeten thouſand more; 

Then 92 the Whole ne foul out weighs them 
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And calls th' aſtoniſhing magnificence 


Of anintelligent creation poor 

For this, believe not me ; no man believe ; 
Truſt not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no lefs 
Than thoſe of the ſupreme ; nor his, a few ; 
Conſult them all; conſulted, Ml proclaim 
Thy ſoul's importance: tremble at thyſelf ; 
For whom omnipotence has wak'd ſo long: 

Has wak'd, and work'd for ages ; from the birth 
Of nature to this unbelieving hour. | 
In this ſmall province of his vaſt domain 
(All nature bow, while I pronounce his name !} 

What has God done, and not for this fole end, 

To reſcue ſouls from death? the foul's high price 

Ts writ in all the conduct of the ſkies. 

The ſoul's high price is the creation's key, 
Unlocks its myſteries, and naked lays 

The genuine cauſe of ev'ry deed divine : 
That, is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obvious correſpondence, and unites 

Moft diſtant periods in one bleſt deſign : 

That is the mighty hinge, on which kave turn'd 
All revolutions, whether we regard 

The nat'ral, civil, or religious, world; 

The former twe, but ſervants to the third : 

To that their duty done, they both expire. 
Their maſs new-caſt 
And angels aſk, where once they ſhove ſofairt'? 

Ta lift us from this abjett, ro ſublime ; 

This flux, to prerngnent ; this dark to day; 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to ſerene 3 
This mean, to mighty !—for this glorious end 
Th' almighty rifing, his long ſabbath broke: 
The world was made; was ruin'd, was reſtor d 
Laws from the ſkies were publiſh'd, were repeal'd; 
On carth, kings, kingdoms rofe ; kings, king- 
8 c_ fell; 1 
Fam'd ſages lighted up the Pagan world 3 
Prophets from Sign datted a keen glance 
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their deeds renown'd; 
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Thro' diſtant age z ſaints travell'd; martyrs bled 3 
By wonders ſacred nature ſtood controul'd ; 
The living were tranſlated ; dead were rais'd ; 
Angels and more than angels came from heav'n; 
And, oh | for this, deſcended lower ftill; *' 
Gilt was hell's gloom; aſtoniſh d at his 
For one ſhort moment Lucifer ador' d: 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do lefs ?—For this, 
That hallow'd page, fools ſcoff at, was infpir'd, 
Of all theſe truths thrice venerable code 
Deiſts ! perform your quarentine, and then 
Fall proſtrate, ere you touch it, leaſt you die. 
Nor lefs intenſely bent infernal powers * 
To mar, than thoſe of light, this fad end to gain. 
O what a ſcene is here | —Lorenzo! wake, 
Riſe ts the thought ; exert;expand thy ſoul 
To take the vaſt idea: it denies 3 
All elſe the. name of great. Two warring worlds, 
Not Europe againſt Afric ; warring worlds! 
Of more than mortal! mounted on the wing! 
On ardent wings of energy and eeal, . - 
High-hov'ting o'er this little brand of firife ? 
This ſublunary ball but rife for what? 
In their own cauſe conflifting-? No in thine, 
In man's. MHis-fingle in'treft blows the flame p * 
His the ſole take ; His fate the trumpet ſounds, 
Which kindles war immortal. How it buens ! 
Tumultuous ſwarms of deities in arma! ; 
Force, force oppofing, till the waves run high, 
And tempeſt natyze's univerſal ſphere, . 
Such tes eternal, ſtedfaſt, ſtern, 
Such implacable, are good and ill; 
Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace be- 
rween them. lden.“ 
Think not this fifien. - © There was war in 
From heav'n's high cryſtal fountain where it 


hung, - 
Th' Almighty's out-frertch'd arm took down his 
And et his indignation at the deep > 
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Re+»thuvder'd bell, anddarted all her fires.— 
And ſeems the ſtake of little moment fil! ? 
And flumbers man, who fingly caus d the ſtorm? 
He ſleeps.— And art thou thock'd at myfterics.? 
The greateft, thou, (How dreadful to reflect, 
What ardour, care, and counſel, mortals cauſe 
In breaſts divine | how little in their own | 
Where-c'er I turn, how new proofs pour upon 
rae | | | 
How happily this won'drous view ſupports 
My former argument |. how. ſtrongly ſtrikes 
Imnmortab life's. full demonſt ration, here 
Why this.exertian.? Why this ſtrange regard 
From heav'n's omnipotent indulg'd to man ?— 
Becauſe, in man; the glorious, dreadful pow'r, 
Extremely. tobe pain d, or bleſt for ever. 
Duration gives uaportance ;. {wells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of adar, 
What would be. de * .a trüle of us weight; 


Or-ftand, or fall ;. no.matter which z he's gone. 


Becauſe immortal, therefore is indulg'd 
This ſtrange regard of deities to duſt. 
Hence, heav'n looks down on carth with all her 


: Hence the foul's mighty. moment in her fight : 

Hence, eu ry ſoul has partiſans abgve, 

And ev'ry thought a critic in thedkies : 

Hence, clay, vile clay! has angels for its guard, 

And ev'ry guard a paſſion for his charge: 

Hence, all age, the cabinet diviue 

Has held high counfel o'er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clouds thoſe. gracious counſels 
had. 

Angels undrew the curtain eftbe:throne, 

And providence cams forth to meet mankind ; 

In various modes of emphafis and awe, 

He ſpoke bis will, and trembling nature heard; 

He fpoke it loud, in thunder, and in ftorm. 
Witneſs thoa Sinai |. whofegjoud-cover'd heigbe 
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And ſhaken bafis, own the preſent god: 

Witneſs, ye billows ! whaſe returning tide, 

Breaking the chain that faſteu'd it in air, 

Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell: | 

Witneſs ye flames th' Aſſyrian tyrant blew | 

To ſev 'ntold rage, as impotent, as ſtrong : 

And thou, earth! witneſs, whoſe expanding jaws 

Clos'd o'er prefumprion's ſacrilegious ſons : | 

Has not each element, in turn, tubfcrib'd _. 

The ſoul's high price, and ſworn it to the wiſe? 

Has not flame, ocean, ether earthquake, ſtrove 

To ſtrike this truth, thro? adamantine man? 

If nat all adamant, Lorerae! hear | 

All. is deluſion, nature is wrapt up, 

In tenfold night, from re: ſon's keeneft eye; 

There's no conſiſtence, _— plan, or end. 

In all beneath the ſun, in all ; 

(As far as man can penetrate) or heav'n 

Is an immenſe, ineſtimable prize ; 

Or all is norhing, or that pn Ee is all. 

And ſhall each toy be tilt a match for heav*n? 

And full equivalent for groans below ! 

Who would not give a trifle to prevent 

What he would five a rhouſand worlds to cur@? 
Lorenzo! thou haſt feen (if thine, to fee) 

All nature and her god (by nature's courſe, 

And nature's courſe controul's) declare for me: 

The ſkies above proclaim “ immortal man! 

And“ man immortal!“ all below reſounds. 

The world's à ſyſtem of theology, 

Read, by the greateſt ſtrangers to the ſchools z 

If honeſt, learn'd ; and ſages o'er a plough. 

Iz not, Lorenzo ! then iinpos'd on thee} 

This hard alternative; or, to renounce 

Thy reaſon and thy ſenſe? or, to believe ? 

What then is unbelief? 'Tis an exploit z 

A ſtrenuaus entetprize: to gain it, man 

Muſt burſt thro' ev'ry bar of common fenfe, 

Of common thame, magnanimouily wrong: 
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And what rewards the fturdy combatant ? 
His prize repentance; Infamy, his crown. 

But wherefore infamy ?—For want of faith, 
Down the ſteep precipice of wrong he lides; 
There's-nothing to ſupport him in the right. 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at leaft 
In embryo, ev'ry weakneſs, ev ry guilt; 
And firong temptation ripens it to birth. 
If this life's gain invites him to the deed, 
Why not his country fold, his father ſlain 2 
Tis virtue to purſue our good ſupreme ; 
And his ſupreme, his only good is here. 
Ambition, av'rice, by the wiſe diſdain'd, 
Is perfect wiſdom, while mankind are fools, 
And think a turf, or tomb ſtone covers all : 
Theſe find employment, and provide for ſenſe 
A richer paſture and a larger range: 
And ſenſe by right divine aſcends the throne, 
When virtue s prize and proſpects are no more; 
Virtue no more we think the will of heav'n. 
Would heav'n quite beggar virtue if belov'd? 

* _ virtue charms? I grant her heav'nly 

air; | 
But if unportion d, all will int'reft wed ; 
Tho' that our admiration, . this our choice. 
The virtues grow on immortality 
That root deftroy'd they wither and expire. 
A Deity believ'd, will nought avail; 
Rewards and puniſhments make God ador'd ; 
And hapes and fears gives conſcience all her 
pow'r. 

As in the dying parent dies the child, 
Virtue with unmortality, expires. 
Who tells me he denies his ſoul immortal, 
Whate'er his boaſt, has told me, he's a knave. 
His Duty tis to love himſelf alone; 
Nor care tho' mankind periſh, if he ſmiles. 
Who thinks ere-long the man ſhall wholly die, 
Is dead already z nought but brute ſurvayes. 
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And are there ſuch ? Such candidates there are 
For more than death ; for utter loſs of being, 
Being, the baſis of the deity ! 
Aſk you the cauſe ? The cauſe they will not tell; 
Nor need they: oh the ſorceries of ſenſe ! 
They work this transformation on the foul, 
Diſmount her like the ſerpent at the fall, 
Diſmount her from her native wing (which ſoar d 
Ere-while ethereal heights) and throw her down, 
To lick the duſt, and crawl in ſuch a thought. 

Is it in words to paint ye? Qye fall'n 
Fall'n from the wings af reaſon and of hope! 
Ere& in ſtature, prone in appetite | 
Patrons of pleaſure poſting into pain! 
Lovers of argument, averſe to ſenſe ! 
Boaſters of liberty, fat baund in chains! 
Lords of the wide creation, and the ſhame ! 
More ſenſeleſs than th' irrationals you ſcorn ! 
More baſe than thoſe yuu rule | than theſe you 

party 
Far more undone ! O ye moſt infamaus 
Of beings, from ſuperior dignity ! 
Deepeſt in woe from means of baundleſs bliſs | 
Ye curſt by bleſſings infinite ! decauſe 
Moſt highly favour'd, maſt prafoundly loſt ! 
Ye motly maſs of contradiction ftrong ! 
And are you too convinc'd, your fouls fly off 
In exhalation ſoft, and die iu air, 
From the full flood of evidence againſt you ? 
In the coarſe di udgeries, and finks of ſenſe, 
Your _ have quite worn out the make of 
v'n, a 
By vice new caſt, and creatures of your own : 
But tho' you can deform, you can't deſtroy z 
To curſe, not uncreate, is all your pow'r. 
Lorenzo ! this black brotherhood renounce 3 
Renounce St. Evremont, and read St. Paul. 
Ere rapt by miracle, by reaſon wing d, 


His meunting mind made long abode in heav'n, 
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This is freethinking, unconfin'd to parts, 
To ſend the ſoul, on curious travel bent, 
Thro' all the provinces of human thought 
To dart her flight, thro' the whole ſphere of man; 
Of this vaſt univerſe to make the tour ; 
In each receſs of ſpace and time, at home ; 
Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep; 
And, like a prince of boundlefs int'refts there, 
Still moſt arabitious of the moſt remote; 
To look. on truth unbroken, and intire ; 
Truth ia the ſyſtem, the full orb; where truths 
By truths enlighten'd, and ſuſtain'd, afford 
An arch-like, ſtrong foundation, to ſupport 
The incumbent weight of abſolute, komplete 
Conviction ; here the more. we preſs, we ſtand 
More firm; who moſt examine mot believe. 
Parts, like half ſentences, confound ; the whole 
Conveys the ſenſe, and God is underſtood z 
Who not in fragments writes to human race : 
Read his whole Yolume, ſceptic ! then reply. 
This, _ is thinking-free, a thought that 
raſps ($0 ie | 
fouls grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, ' ſurvey this midnight ſcene; 
What = earth's kingdoms, to yon boundleſs 
or bs, SRP 
Of human fouls, one day, the deſtin'd range? 
And what yon boundleſs orbs, ro godlike man ? 
Thoſe num rous worlds that throng the firmas- 
ment, 
And aſk more ſpace in heaven, can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and ſtill leave room 
For ampler orbs ; for new creations, there. 
Can ſuch a ſoul contract itſelf, to gripe 
A point of no dimenſion, of no weight? 
It can: it does: the world is ſuch a point: 
And, of that point, how ſmall a part enflaves ! 
' How ſmall a part —of nothing ſhall I ſay ? 
Why not?—Friends our chief greafure | how 
they drop! 
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Lucia, Nareiſſa fair, Philander, gone 

The grave, like fabl'd Cerberus, has op'd 

A triple mauth; and, in an awful voice, 

Loud calls my ſoul, and utters all I fing. 

How the world falls to pieces round about us? 

And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 

What ſays this tranſportation X my friends? 

It bids me love the place where now they dwell, 

And ſcorn this wretched ſpot, they leave ſo poor. 

Erernity's vaſt ocean lies before thee : 

There, there, Lorenzo! thy Clariſſa ſails. 

Give thy mind ſea-room ; keep it wide of earth, 

That rock of ſouls immortal; cut thy cord; 

Weigh anchor; ſpread thy fails; call ev ry wind; 

Eye thy great pole-ſtar ; make the land of life, 
Two kinds of life has double natur'd man, 

And two of death ; the laſt far more fevere, 

Life animal is nurtur'd by the ſun ; : 

Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams, 

Life rational ſubſiſts on higher food, 

Triumphant in his beams, who made the day. 

When we leave that ſun, and are left by this, 

- (The fate of all who die in ftubborn guilt) 

Tis utter darkneſs ; ftriftly double death. 

We fink by no judicial firoke of heav'n, 

But nature's courſe ; as ſure as plumbets fall. 

Since God, or man muſt alter, ere they meer, 

(Since light and darkneſs blend not in one ſphere) 

'Tis manifeſt, Lorenzo! who muſt change. ¶ lot, 
If, then, that double death ſhould prove thy 

Blame not the bowels of the Deity ! 

Man ſhall be bleſt, as far as man permits, 

Not man alone, all rationals, heav'n arms 

With an illuſtrious, but tremendous pow'r 

To counter- act its own moſt gracious ends; 

And this, of ſtrict neceſſity, not choice: 

That pow'r deny'd, men, angels, were no more; 

Bur paſſive engines, void of praiſe, or blame. 

A nature rational implies the pow's 
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Of being bleft, or wretched, as we pleaſe ; 

Elſe idle reaſon would have nought to do z 

And he that would be barr'd capacity 

Of pain, courts incapacity of bliſs. 

Heav'n wills our happineſs, allews our doom; 

Invites us ardently, but not compels ; 

Heav'n but perſuades, almighty man decrees g 

Man is the maker of immortal fates ; 

Man falls by man, it finally he talls ; 

And fall he muſt, who learns from death alone, 

The dreadful fſecret,-that he lives tor ever. 
Why this to thee ? thee yet, perhaps in doubt 

Of ſecond life? but wherefore doubt ful fill ? 

Eternal life is nature's ardent wiſh : 

What ardently we with, we ſoon believe; 

Thy tardy faith declares that wiſh deftroy'd: 

What has deftroy'd it ?—ſhall I tell thee, what? 

When fear'd the future, tis no longer wiſht ; 

And, when unwiſht, we ſtrive to diſbelleve. 

K“ This infidelity our guilt betrays.” 

Nor that the ſole detection ! bluſh, Lorenzo! 

Zluſh for hypocriſy, if not for guilt. 

The future tcar'd ?—an infidel ?—and fear? 

Fear what? adream ? a fable? how thy dread 

Unwilling evidence, and therefore ſtrong 

Affords my cauſe an undeſign'd ſupport ? 

How diſbelicf atirms, what it denies ? 

It, unawares, aſſerts immortal life. 

Surpriſing ! infidelity turns out 

A creed, and a conf fon of our fins: 

Apoſtates, thus, are erthodox divines. 
Lorenzo! with Lorenzo claſh no mare: 

Nor longer a tranſparent vizor wear. 

Think'f thou, religion only has the maſk ? 

Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites, 

Pretend the worſt, and at the bottom, fail. 

When viſited by thought (thought will intrude,) 

Like him they ſerve, they tremble, and belicyc. 

Is there hypocriſy ſo foul as this? 
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So fatal to the welfare of the world? 

That deteſtation, what contempt, their due 

nd, if unpaid, be thank'd for their eſcape 

hat chriſtian candor they firive hard to ſcorn. 
If not for that aſylum, they might find 

hell on earth; nor ſcape a worſe below. 

With inſolence, and impudence of thought, 
Inſtead of racking fancy, to refute, . 

Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy. 
But ſhall I dare confeſs the dire reſult ? 

Can thy proud reaſon brook fo black a brand? 
From purer manners, to ſublimer faith. 

Is nature's unavoidable aſcent ; I, 

An honeft deiſt, where the goſpel ſhines, 
Matur'd to nobler, in the chriſtian ends. 
When that bleſt change arrives, e en caſt aſide 
This ſong ſuperfluous; life immortal firikes 
Conviction, in a flood of light divine. 

A chriſtian dwells, like Uriel, in the ſun. 
Meridian evidenec puts doubt to flight; 

And ardent hope anticipates the ſkies. 

Of that bright ſun, Lorenzo! ſcale the ſphere g 
"Tis eaſy; it invites thee; it deſcends [ came; 
From heav'n to woo, and waft thee whence it 
Read and reyere the ſacred page ; a page 
Which not the whole creation could produce; 
| Which not the eonflagration thall deftroy ; 

In nature's ruins not one letter laſt ; 

'Tis printed in the mind of God's for ever. 

In proud diſdain of what c'en gods adore, 
Doſt ſmile ?—poor wretch ! thy guardian angel 
Angels, and men, aſſent to what I fing ; [dream. 
Wits ſmile, and thank me for my midnight 
How vic.-»us hearts fume frenzy to the brain! 
Parts puſh us on to pride, and pride to ſhame ! 
Pert infidelity is wit's cockade, 

To grace the brazen brow that braves the fkies, 
By lots of being dreadfully ſecute. 
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Lorenzo! if thy doctrine wins the day, 
| And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field; 
If this is all, if earth's the final ſcene, 
Take heed ;' ftand faſt ; be ſure to be a Knave ; 
| A knave in grain ! ne'er deviate to the right: 
Shouldſt thou be good—how infinite thy loſs! * 
| Guilt only makes annihilation gain. [death 
Bleſt ſcheme ! which life deprives of comfort, 
Of hope ; and which vice only, recommends. 
If ſo; where, .infidels ! your bait thrown out 
To catch weak converts ? where your lofty boaſt 
Of zeal for virtue, and of love to man? 
Annihilation! I confeſs, in theſe. | 
| Whatcan reclaim you? dare I hope profound 
| Philoſophers the converts of a ſong ? 
Vet know, its title flatters you, not me; 


Yours be the praiſe to make my title good T 
Mine, to bleſs heav'n, and triumph in your praife.Y Fr. 
But fince ſo peſtiſential your diſeaſe, "The 
Th' ſov'reign is themed'cine I preſcribe, If n 
As yet, I'll neither triumph, nor deſpair : Rea 


Butthope,c'er long, my midnight dream will wake Th. 
Your hearts, and touch your wiſdom—tobe wiſe, Y Th. 


For why ſhould fouls immortal, made for bliſs, On 
E'er wiſh, (and wiſh in vain !) that fouls could She 
die ? (crowaYÞ Th 


What ne'er can die, oh! grant to li-c; and 
The wiſh, and aim, and labour of the ſkies! 
Increaſe, and enter on the joys of heav'n : 
Thus ſhall my title paſs a facred ſeal, 

Receive an imprimatur from above, 

While angels thout—an infidel reclaim'd! 
Io cloſe, Lorenzo! ſpite of all my pains, [ ever? Ne 
Still ſeems it ſtrange, that thou ſhouldft 1:ve for Tt 
Is it leſs ſtrange, that thou ſhoulaſt live at all? Sh 
This is a miracle; and that no more. 


. . * Sa 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. T! 
Deny thou art: then, doubt if thou thalt be, Sh 


| A miracle with miracles inc los d, Sj 
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s man: and ſtarts his faith at what is ſtrange? 
Vhat leſs than wonders, from the wonderful ; 
What leſs than miracles from God, can flow? 
3 J Admit a God—that myſtery ſupreme ! 
The cauſe uncaus'd! all other wonders ceaſe ; 
Nothing is marvellous for him to do: 
h Deny him—all is myſtery beſides; 
„ Millions of myſteries ! each darker far, 
Than that thy wiſdom would, unwiſely, ſhun, 
If weak thy faith, why chooſe the harder fide ? 
We nothing know, but what is marvellous ; 
Yet what is marvellous, we can't belieye. 
So weak our reaſon, and fo great our God, 
Wat moſt ſurprizes in the ſacred page, 
Or full as ſtrange, or ſtranger, myſt be true. 
Faith is not rea ſon's labour, but repoſe. 

To faith, and virtue, why fo back ward, man? 
From hence: the preſent ſtrongly ſtrikes us all; 
The future, faintly : can we, then, be men? 

If men, Lorenzo! the reverſe is right. 

Reaſoh is man; peculiar : ſenſe, the brute's, 

The preſent is the fcanty realm of ſenſe ; 
The future, reaſon's empire unconfin'd : 

On that expending all her godlike pow'r, b 
FT She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there: 
There builds her bleſngs ? chere, expects her 
praiſe; : 
And nothing aſks of fortune, or of men. 
And what is reaſon. ? be ſhe, thus, defin d; 
Reaſon is upright ſtature in the ſopl. 
Oh! be a man and ftrive to be a god. .[ life!” 

4 For what ? (thou ſay'ft :) ro damp the joys of 

No; to give heart and ſubſtance to thy joys. 
That _—_ hope, mark, how ſhe domineers ! 
She bids us quit realities, for dreams ; 
Safety, and peace, for hazard, and alarm; 
That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the foul, 
She bids ambition quit its taken prize, 


Spurn che luxucigat branch on which it firs, 
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Tho' bearing crowns, to ſpring at diſtant game; 

And plunge in toils and dangers—for repoſe. 

If hope precarious, and if things, when gain'd, 

Of little moment; and as little ſtay, 

Can ſweeten toils and dangers into joys ; 

What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat, 

Our leave unaſk'd ? rich hope of boundleſs bliſs? 

Bliſs, paſt man's pow'r-to paint it; time's, to 
cloſe ! 

This hope is. earth's moſt eſtimable prize: 
This is man's portion, while no more than mant 
Hope, of all paſſions, moſt befriends us here; 
Paſſions of prouder name befriend us leſs. 
Joy has her tears; and tranſport has her death; 

ope, like a cordial, innocent, tho? ftrong, 
Man's heart, at once, inſpirits, and ferenes ; 
Nor makes him pay his wiſdom for his joys : 
"Tis all, our preſent ſtate can ſafely bear, 
Health to the frame l and vigour ts the mind 1 
A joy attemper'd ! x chaſtis'd delight? 


Like the fair ſummer- ev ning, mild, and fweer 4 


»Tis man's full cup; his paradiſe below! 

A bleſt hereafter, then; or hop'd, or gain'd, 
Is all ;—our whote of happineſs :, full proof, 
I chooſe no trivial or inglorious theme. 
And know, ' foes to ſong ! (well-meaning man, 
Tho' quite forgotten half your Bible's praiſe !) 


Important truths, in ſpite of verſe, may pleate: . 


Grave minds you praiſe ; nor can you praiſe too 
munch: © . + * | 
If there is weight in an eternity, 


Let the grave lifies and he graver Rill, 
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NIGHT the EIGHTH. 
VIRTUE's APOLOGY: 
| Wy 2 - | 
The MAN of the WonLD anſwer'd, 
In which are conſidered, 
n de Lanny 


The AMBITION and PLEASURE, with the 
WIT and WISDOM of the WORLD. 


| ND has all nature, then, eſpous'd my part! 
Have I brib'd heav'n, and earth, to plead 
againſt thee ? 

And is thy foul immortal? What remains? 

All, all, nao; make immortal, bleſt. 

Unbleſt immortals ? what can ſheck us more? 

And yet Lorenzo ſtill aſfects the world; 

There,ſtows his treaſure; thence, his title draws, 

Man of the world.! for ſuch -would'ſt thou be 
„ wy | 

And art thou proud of that inglorious ſtyle? 

Proud of reproach ? for a reproach it was, 

In antient days; and Chriſtian, —in an age, 

When men were men, and not aſham'd of heav'n, 

Fir'd their ambition, as it erown'd their joy. 

Sprinkled with dews from the Caſtalian font, 

Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer .. 

A purer ſpirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy fond attachment fatal, and inflam'd 
Point out my path, and dictate to my ſong : 
To 1 ed world how fair! How ſtrongly 
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Ambition! and gay pleaſure ſtronger ſtill ! 
The triple bane] the triple bolt, that lays 
Thy virtue dead! be theſe my triple theme + 
Nor ſhall thy wit or wiſdom, be forgot. 
Common the theme; not ſo the ſong ; if ſhe 
My ſong iuvokes, Urania, deigrs to ſmile, 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 
If ſhe diſſolves, the man of earth, at on, ge 
Starts from his trance, and ſighs for other ſcenes; 
Scenes, where theſe ſparks of night, theſe ſtars, 
ſhall ſhine * '* | 
Unnumber' d ſuns (for all things, as they are, 
The bleſt behold ;) and, in one glory, pour 
Their blended blaze on man's aſtoniſht fight ; 
| A blaze, — the leaft illuſtrious object there, 
| | Lorenzo} ſince eternal is at hand, 
| To ſwallow time's ambition's ; as the vaſt 
Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 
| High on the foaming billow : what avail 
| High titles, high defcent, attaitiments high, 
If unattain'd our higheſt ? O Lorenzo 
What lofty thoughts, theſe elements above, 
What tow'ring hopes, what ſallies from the ſun, 
What grand ſurveys of deſtiny drvine,!'-! 
And pompous prefage of unfathom d fate, 
Should roll in boſoms, where a Tpirit burns, 
Bound for eternity! in boſom read» 
By him, who foibles in are Is ſees | 
On human hearts he behds » jou exe, 
And marks, and in heav'rt's regiſter mrolls, 
he riſe, and progreſs, of each option there; 
Sacred to doomſday! that the page unfulds, 
And ſpreads us ta the gazeof/ and men. 
And what ah option, O Lorerfzo | thine? 
This world! and this, unrivall'd by the ſkies Ihe 
A world, where luſt of pleaſure, grandeur, gold, The 
T — 4 that” divide its reatms- between And 
— 8 em, T K 6 » 
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an's reſtleſs heart, their ſport, their flying ball; 
Till, with the giddy circle, fick, and tir'd, 
t pants for peace, and drops inta deſpair. 

Such is the world Lorenzo ſets above 

hat glorious promiſe, angels were cfteem'd 

00 mean to bring ; a promiſe, their ader d, 

De ſcended to communicate, and preſs, : 

Ry counſel, miracle, life, death on man. 

Such is the world Loregzo's wiſdom woos, - 

nd on its thorny pillew ſeeks repoſe; 

X pillow, which, like epiares ill-prepar d, | 
ntoxicates, but not compoſes; fills a 
he viſionary mind with gay chimeras, 

All the wild traſh of fleep, without the reſt ; 
hat unfeign'd travel, and what dreams of joy! 
How frail, men, things! how momentary both! 

antaſtick chace of thadows hunting thades! 

The gay, the buſy, equal, tho' unlike ; 

Equal in wiſdom, uiferently wiſe! 

hro' flow'ry meadows, and thro” dreary waſtes, 

One buſtling, and one dancing, into death. 

here's not a day, but, to the man of thought, 

Betrays ſome ſecret, that throws new reproach 

On life, and makes him fick of ſeeing more. 

The ſcenes of bus'nefs tell us—what are men ; 

The ſcenes of pleaſure—** what is all beſide: 

There, others we deſpiſe ; and here, ourſelves. 

Amid diſguſt eternal, dwells delight? 

'Tis approbat ion ſtrikes the ftring of joy. 
What wongrous prize has kindled this career, 
Stuns with the din, and cheaks us with the duſt, 
On life's gay ſtage, one inch above the grave ? 
The proud run up and down in queſi of eyes 3 
rde ſenſual, in purſuit of ſomething worſe : 

4, The grave, of gold, the politic, of pow'r ; 

nf And all, of other butterflies, as vaio ! 

As eddies draw things frivolous, and light, 
How is man's heart by vanity drawn in; 
Ou the ſwift circle of returning toys, 
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Whirl, Arabs round and round, and 
then in ph'd,. 
Where gay Ae 4. darkens 0 deſpair! 1 2 
N Tus is. a beaten track, — is this a track 
Should nat be beatan? never beat cuough, 
Till enough dearnt the truth it would inſpire. 
Shall truth be ſilent, becauſe folly frow ns? 
Turn the world's hiſtory 3 what find we there, 
But fortune” s ſporrs, or nature s cruel chains, 
Or woman's artifice;. ar man's revenge, 
And endleſs inhumanities ou man? 
Fame's trumpet ſeldom ſounds, but, like the 
knell, 
It brings bad tidings : how it hourly blows 
May z miſadventures round the iſt'ning world ! 
Man is the tale of narrative old time; 
Sad tale; which high as Paradifc begins; 
As if, the wil of travel to delude, 
From "ſtage to ſtage, in his eternal raund, 
The days, his daughters, as they ſpin our hours 
On fortune's, wheel, where accident unthought 
Oft, in a moment, ſnaps life's ſtrongeſt thread, 
Each, in her turn, ſome tragic ſtary tells, 
With now-and-then, a wretched farce between 
And fills his chronicle with human woes. 
Timie's daughters, true as thoſe of men, de- 
.ceive us; 
Not one, but puts ſome cheat on all waking : 
While in their farhers boſom, not yet ours, 
They flatter our fond hopes; and. promiſe muck 
amiable ; but hold him not o'er-wiſe, 
dares to truſt them; and laugh round the 
ear, 
And erst ag till-confourded, man z 
Confiding, cho confounded ; hoping on, 
Untaught by trial, unconvinc'd by proof, 
And ever-looking for the never- cen: 
Life to the laſt, like harden'd felon's, lies: 
Nor owns itſelfa cheat, till it expires, 
Les little joys go out by one and one, 
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And leave poor man, at length, in perfect night ; 

Night, darker than what, now, involves the pole, 
O thou, who doſt permit theſe ills to fall, 

Ft r gracious ends, and wouldſt that man ſhould 

mourn 
O thou, whoſe hands this ly fabric fram'd; 
Who know'ſt it beſt, and would'&t that man 
ſhould know ! 

What is this fublunary world? a vapour; 

A vapour all it holds; itſelf, a vapour, 

From the damp bed of chaos, by thy beam 

Exhal'd, ordain'd to ſwim its deſtin'd hour 

In ambient air, then melt, and difappear. 

Earth's days are number'd, nor remote her doom 

As mortal, tho' lots tranſient, than her ſons 

Yet they doat on her, as the world and they 

Were both eternal, ſolid ; thou! a dream. 
They doat, on what? immortal views aparty 

A reign of outfides ! a land of ſhadows! 

A fruitful field of flow'ry promiſes ! 

A wildernels of joys ! perplext with doubts, 

And ſharp with thorns ! a troubled ocean, fpreall 

With bold adventurers, their all on board ; 

No ſecond hope, if here their fortune frowns ; 

Frown ſoon it muſt. Of various rates they fail, 

Of enfigns various ; all alike in this, 

All reſtleſs, anxious; toſt with hopes and fears 

In calmeſt ſkies ; obnoxious all to ſtorm ! 

And ftormy the moſt gen'ral blaſt of life: 

All bound for happineſs ; yet few provide 

The chart of knowletge, pointing where it lies x 

Or virtue's helm, to thape the courſe defign's 1 

All, more or lets, capricious fate lament, 

Now litred by the tide, and now reſorb d, 

And farther from their wiſhes, than before ; 

All, more or leſs, againſt each other daſh, 

To mutual hurt, by guſts of paſſion driv'n, 

And ſuſt' riug more from folly, than from fate. 

Ocean! thou dreadful and tumultuous hon 

Ot dangers, at eternal war with man! 


x76 The COMPILAINT. Night VII. 


Death's capital, where moſt he domincers, 

With all his choſen terrors frowning round, 
Tho' lately feafted high at Albion's coſt) | 

ide op'ning, and loud-roaring ftill for more! 

Too faithfull mirror; how doſt thou reflect 

The melancholy face of human life! 

The ſtrong reſemblance tempts me farther ſtill: 

And, hapily, Britain may be deeper firuck 

By moral truth, in ſuch a mirror ſeen, 

Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 
Self-flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high on hope, 
When young, with ſanguine cheer, and ſtrea- 

mers gay 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, 
And fondly dream each wind and ftar our friend; 
All, in ſome darling enterprize embark: : 
Nut where is he can fathom its event? 
Amid. a multitude of artleſs hands, 
Ruin's ſure perquifite! her lawful prize 
Some = aright; but the black blaſt blows 
ard, 
And puffs them wide of hope; with hearts of 
proof, ; 

Full againft wind and tide, ſome win their way; 
And when ftrong effort has deferv'd the port, 
And tugg'd it into view, tis won! tis loſt | 
Tho? ſtrong their oar, ſtill ſtronger is their fate: 
They ftrike; and while they triumph, they expire. 
In ſtreſs of weather, moſt ; ſome ſink outright ; 
O'erthem, and o'er their names, the billows cloſe; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever born. 
Others a ſhort memorial leave behind, 
Like a flag floating, when the barks ingulph'd; 
It floats a moment, and is ſeen no more: 
One Cæſar lives: a thouſand are forgot. 
How few, bereath auſpicious planets born, 
(Darlings of providence } -fond fate's elc& !) 
With ſwell ng fails make goodthe promis d port, 

Wir all their withes freighted | yet ev'n theſe, 
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Freighted with all their wiſhes, ſoon complain ; 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free, 
They ſtill are men, and when is man ſecure ? 
As fatal time as ſtorm ! theruſh of years {capes 
Beats dows their ftrength ; their numberleſs eſ- 
In ruin end: and, now, their proud ſucceſs 
But plants new terrors on the victors brow : 
Wit pain to quit the world, juſt made their own. 
Their neft fo deeply. down d, and built fo high; 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ftars 
Woe then apart (if woe apart can be 
For mortal man), and fortune at our nod, 
The gay! rich! great! triumphant ! and auguſt! 
What arethey?—the moſt happy(ſtrange to lay!) 
Convince me moſt of human miſery : . 
What are they? ſmiling wretches of to-morrow! 
More wretched,then,than e're their ſlave can be: 
Their rreach'rous bleſſings, at the day of need, 
Like other faithleſs friends, unmaſk, and ſting : 
Then, what provoking indigence in wealth! 
What aggravated impotence in power ! 
High titles then, what inſult of their pain! 
If that ſole anchor, equal to the waves, 
Immortal hope l defies not the rude ftorm, 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow's rage, 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb... 
Is this a ſketch of what thy foul admires ? 
« Bur here (thou ſay'ft) the miſeries of life 
Are huddled in a group. A more diſtin 
Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better newa. 
Look on. life's ſtages: they ſpeak plainer ſtill ; 
The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou figh. - 
Look on thy lovely boy; in him behald 
The beſt that can befal rhe beſt on earth; 
The boy has virtue by his mother's fide : 
Yes, on Florello look: a father's heart 
Is tender, tho' the man's is made of ftone ; 
The truth, thro' ſuch a medium ſeen, may make 
Impreſſion deep, and fondneſs prove thy friend. 
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Florello, lately caſt on this rude coaſt 
A helpleſs infant; now a heedleſs child; 
To poor Clariffa's throes, thy care ſucceeds ; 
Care full of love, and yet ſevere as hate! 
Oer thy ſoul's joy how oft thy fondneſs frowns 
Needful auſterities his will-reftrain ; 
As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. 
As yet, his reaſon cannot go alone; . 
But aſks a ſterner nurſe to lead it on, 
His little heart is often terrify'd ; 
The bluth of morning, in his cheek, turns pale; 
Its pearly dew-drop trembles in his eye ? 
His harmleſs eye! and drowns an an; el there. 
Ah! what avails his innocence? the taſk ' 
Injoin'd mult diſcipline his early pow'rs ; 
He learns to figh, ere he is known to fin ; 
Guiltleſs, and fad ! a wretch before the fall ! 
How cruel this! more cruel to forbear. 
Our nature ſuch, with neceflary pains, 
We purchaſe proſpects of precarious peace: 
Tho” not a father, this might fteal a ſigh. 
Suppoſe him difciplin'd aright (if not, 
*Twill fink our poor account topoorer ſtill;) 
Ripe from the tutor, provd of liberry, 
He leaps incloſure, bounds into the world ; 
Thewoerld is taken, after ten year's toil, 
Like antient Troy, and all its joys his own. 
Alas! the world's a tutor more ſevere ; 
Its leſſon's hard, and ill deſerves his pains ; 
nteaching all his virtuous nature taught, 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates ) inſpir d. 
For who receives him into public life? 
Men of the world, the terrz-filial breed, 
Welcome the modeſt ſtranger to their ſphere, 
(Which glitter'd long, at diftance, in his fight) 
And, in their hoſpitable arms, incloſe : 
Men, who think nought fo ſtrong of the romance, 
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend : 


Men, that act up to reaſon's golden rule, 
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All weakneſs of affection quite ſubdu d: 
Men, that would bluſh at being thought fincere, 
And feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well; 
As if, to them, vice ſhone her own regard. 
Lorenzo! canſt thou bear a ſhocking fight ? 
Such, for Florello's ſake, twill now appear 
See, the ſteel'd files of ſeaſon's veterans, (bright: 
Train'd to the world, in burniſh'd fal ſehood 
Deep in the fatal ſtratagems of peace; . 
All foft ſenſation, in the throng, rubb'd off; 
All their keen purpoſe, in politeneſs, theath'd 
His friends eternal—during intereſt ; 
His foes implacable—when worth their while; 
At war with ev'ry welfare, but their own ; 
As wiſe as Lucifer ; and half as good ; 
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain 
Naked, thro”. theſe. ({o.cammon fate — 
Naked of heart, his cruel gourſe he runs, 
Stung out of all, moſt amiable in life, [ feign'd ; 
Prompt truth, and open thought, aud ſmiles un- 
Aﬀection, as his ſpecics, wide diffus d; 
Noble pre ſumptions to mankind's renown ; 
Ingenious truſt, and coufidence of love. [claim) 
Theſe claims to joy (if mortals joy might 
Will coſt him many a figh ; till time, and[pains, 
Frem the flow miſtreſs of this ſchool, experience, 
Aud her aſſiſtant, pauſing, pale, diſtruſt, 
Purchafe a dear-bought clue, to lead his youth 
Thro!, ſerpentine obliquities of life, 
And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy! if the clue ſhould come fo cheap; 
For, while we learn to fence with public guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 
If leſs than heav'oly virtue is our esd, 
Thus, à ſtrange kind of curſt neceſſity 
Brings down the ferling temper of his fouls 
By baſe alloy, to bear the current ſt amp, 
Below call'd wiſdom ; finks him into ſafety 3 
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And brands hum into credit with the world; 
Where ſpecious titles dignify dif] ; 

And nature's injuries are arts of life ; 

Where brighter reaſon hrompts to bolder crimes; 
And heav'nly talents make infernal hearts; 
That unſurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Machiavel ! who labour'd hard his plan, 
Fargor, that genius need not go to ſchool ; 
Forgot, that man, without a tutor wiſe, 

His plan had praftis'd, long before twas writ. 

The world's all title-page, there's no-contents ; 

The world's all face; the man who ſhews his 
heart 

Is hooted for his nudities, and ſcorn'd. 

A man I knew, who liv'd upon a ſmile; 

Aud well it fed him; he look'sd plump and fair; 

While rankeſt venom foam d thro? every vein. 

Lorenza! what I tell thee, take not 111! 

Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry fool alive; 

And, dying, curft the friend on whom he liv'd. 

To ſuch proficients thou art half a ſaint. 

In foreigns realms (for thou haſt travel'd far) 

How curious to contemplate two ſtate-rooks, 

Srudious their neſts to feather in a trice, 

Wich all the necromantics of their art, 

Playing the game of faces on each other, 

Makin court ſweet-meats of their latent gall, 

In fooliſh hope, to fteal each other's truſt: 

Both cheating, both exulring, both deceiv'd ; - 

And, ſometimes, both (let earth rejoice} undone! 

Their parts we doubt not; but be that their ſhame; 

Shall men of talents, fit to rule mank ind, 

Stoop to mean wiles, that would diſgrace the fool! 


And looſe the thanks of thoſe few friends they 


ſerve ? | 
For who can thank the man, he cannot ſee ? 
Why ſo much cover? it defeats itſelf. 
Ye that know all things! know ye not, men's 
hearts 
Arethercfore known, becauſe they are conceal'e? 


Night VIII. The COMPLAINT. 127 


For why conceal'd ?—the cauſe they need not tell. 
I give him joy, that's aukward at a lie; 

Whoſe feeble nature truth keeps till in awe; 
His incapacity is his renown. 

'Tis great, tis manly, to diſdain diſguiſe 3 
It ſhews our ſpirit, or it proves our ſtrength. 
Thou ſay'ſt, tis needful ; is it therefore right ? 
Howe'er, I grant it ſome ſmall fign of grace, 
To ftrain at an excuſe ; and wouldſt thou then 
Eſcape that cruel need ? thou may'fi, with eaſe 5 
Think no poſt needful that demands a knave. 
When late our civil helm was ſhifting hands, 

So P thought: think better, if you can. 

But this, how rare l the public path of life 
Is dirty ;—yer, allow that dirt its due, 

It makes the noble mind more noble fti!l : 

The world's no neuter ; It will wound, or ſave g 

Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. (man z 

You ſay; the world, well known, will make z 

The world, well-kaown, will give our hearts to 
heav'n, 

Or make us demons, long before we die. 

To ſhe how fair the world(chy miltreſ: ſhines, 
Take either part, ſure ills attend the choice 
Sure, tho” not equal, detriment enſues. 

Not virtue's ſelf is deify'd on earih ; 

Virtue has her relapſes, confl:Qs, foes ; 

Foes, that ne'er fail to make her feel their hate, 

Virtue has her peculiar ſet of pains, 

True; friends to virtue, laſt, and leaſt, complain. 

But if they ſigh, can others hope to ſmile ? 

If wiſdora bas her miſerics to mourn, 

How can poor folly lead a happy life ? 

And if both ſuffer, what has earth to boaſt ? 

Where he's moſt happy, who the leaſt laments ? 

Where much, much patience, the moſt envy'd 
Sara, 

And ſome forgiveneſs, needs the beſt of friends t᷑ 

For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher, 

Gf neither faall he find 1 ſhadow here. 
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The world's [worn advocate, without a fee, 
Lorenzo ſmartly, with a ſmile, replies ; 
„Thus far thy ſong is right; and all muſt own, 
«« Virtne has her peculiar fet cf pains. —— 
« Andyoys peculiar who to vice denies ? 
« [f vice it is, with nature to comply; 
« If pride, and ſenſe, are ſo predominant, 
« To check, not over come them, makes a {aint ; 
« Cam nature in a plainer voice proclaim 
« Plezture and glory, the chief good of man? 
Can pride, and ſenſuality, rejoice ? 
From purity of thought, all pleaſure ſprings ; 
And, from an humble ſpirit, all our peace. 
Ambition, pleaſure! let us talk of theſe ; 
Ot theſe, the porch and academy, talk'd ; 
Of thele, each following age had muchto lay; 
Yet unexhautt d, ſtill, the needful theme. 
Who talks of theſe, to mankind all at once 
He talks; forwhere's the ſaint from eithei f. ce? 
Are theſe thy refuge?--nc; theſe ruſh upon thee 
Thy vitals ſeize, and, vulture-like, devour : 
II try, if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Prometheus! from his barren ball of earth; 
If reaſon can unchain thee, thou art free. 
Ard, firit, thy Caucatus, ambitior calls; 
Mcuntain of torments ! eminence of woes ! 
Of courted woes ! and courted thro? miſtake ! 
*Tis not ambition charms thee ; tis a cheat 
Will make thee ſtart, as H at his moor. 
Poſt graſp at greatneſs? firſt, know what it is; 
Third thou thy greatneſs in diſtinction lies} 
Not in the feather, wave it &er ſo high, 
By fortune ſtruck to mai k us from the throng, 
Je glory lodg'd: *tis lodg'd in the reverſe; 
In that which je ing, in that which equals all, 
e monarch, and his flave; A deathleſs ſaul, 
* Unbounded proſpect, and immortal kin, 
A father God, and brothers in the ſkies 3”? 
Elder, indeed, in time: but leſs remote 
Is «zcellcnce, perhaps ; than thought by man, 
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Why greater whatcan fall, than whatcan riſe? 
If nil delirious, now, Lorenzo! go; 
And with thy tull-blown brothers of the world; 
Throw {corn around thee; caſt it on thy ſlaves, 
Thy flaves, and equals: how ſcorn caſt on them 
Rebounds on thee ! if man is mean, as man, 
Art thou a god? if fortune makes him fo, 
Beware the conſequence; a maxim that, 
Which draws a monſtrous picture of mankind 
Where, in the drapery, the man 1s lot; 
Externals flutt'ring, and the tou! forgot. 
"Thy greateit glory, when diſpos'd ro boaſt, 
Boatt that aloud, in which thy ſervants ſhareg 
We wile! y ſtrip the ſteed we mean to buy 3 
Judge we, in their capariſons, of men? 
It nought avails thee, where, but what, thou art; 
All the diſtinctions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, foieigu to th: man. 
When taro' death's ſtreights, earth's ſubtle 
ſerpents creep, 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown, 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree 
They leave their party-colour'd robe behind, 
All that now glitters, while they rear alott 
Their brazen creſts, and hifs at us below. 
Ot fortune's /ucus ſtrip them, yet alive; 
Strip them ot body, too; nay, clofer till, 
Away with all, but moral, in their minds; 
And let, what then remains, impoletheirname, 
Pronounce them weak, or worthy ; great, or 
mean. 
How mean that ſnuff of glory fortune lights, 
And death puts out! doſt thou demand a tett, 
(A teſt, at once, infallible, and ſhort,) 
Of real greatneis ? that man greatly lives, 
Whate'er his fate, or fame, who greatly dies;; 
High-fluſh'd with hope, where heroes ſhall de- 
If cnis a true criterion, many courts, (ſpaix- 
U.aitrious, might afford but few grandees- 
K 2 Thy 
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Th'Alnighty,from his throne, on earth ſurveys 

Nought greater, than an honeit, humble heart 

An humble heart, his reſidence! pronounc'd 

His ſccond jeat; and rival to the ſkies. 

The private path, the ſecret acts of men, 

It noble, far the nobleſt of our lives! 

How far above Lorenzo's glory fits 

Th'illuſtriaus maſter of a name unknown ; 

W hole worth unrival'd, and unwitnels'd, loves 

Life's ſacred ſhades, where gods converie with 
men; 

Ard peace, beyond the world's conception, 
{miles 

As thou! (now dark) before we part,ſhall ſre. 

But thy great ſoul this ſækulking glory ſcorns. 

Lorenzo's fick, but when Lorenzo's ſeen 

And, when he ſhrygs at public bus'neſs, lies; 

Deny'd the public eye, the public voice, 

As it he liv'd on others” breath, he dies. 

Fain would he make the world his pedeſt I; 

Mankind, the gazers ; the fole figure, he. 

* that mankind praiſe againſt their 
will, 

And mix as much detraction as they can? 

Knows he, that faithleſs fame her whiſper has, 

As wel] as trumpet ? that his vanity 

Is fo Much tickled from not hearing all? 

Knows this all knower,that from itchof praiſe, 

Or, from an itch more ſordid, when he ſhines, 

Taking his country by five-hundred ears; 

Senates at once admire him, and deſpiſe, 

With modeſt laughter lining loud applauſe, 

Which makes the ſmile more mortal to his 
fame? 

His fame, which (like the mighty Cæſar) 
crown'd , 

With laurels, in full ſenate, greatly falls, 

By feeming friends, that honour, and deftroy. 

e riſe in glory, as we fink in pride; 
Where boatting ends, there dignity begins ; 
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And yet, miſtaken. beyond all miſtake, 
The blind Lorenzo's proud—of being proudz 
And dreams himſelf aſcending in his fall. 

An eminence, tho' fancy'd, turns the brain: 
All vice wants hellebore ; but of all vice, 
Pride loudeſt calls, and tor the large ſt bow; 
Becauſe all other vice unlike, it flies, 

In fact, the point, in tancy molt purſu'd, 
Who court applauſe, oblige the world in thisg 
They gratity man's paſſion to refule. 
Superior honour, when aſſum'd, is loſt; 
Ev'n good men turn handitti, and rejoice, 
Like Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud. 

Tho ſomewhat diſconcerted, fteady Mill 
To the world's cavi-,with half a face of joy, 
Lorenzo cries—** be, then, ambition caſt : 

« Ambition's dearer far ſtapds unimpeach'd, 
Gay pleaſure ! proud ambition is her ſlave; 
% Far her, he ſoars at great, and hazards ill 
© For her,he fights, and , Leds, or overcome; 
4 And paves lis way, with crowns, to reach 
« her ſinile; | 
Wo can reſiit her charms?” r, ſhould ? 
Lorenzo! 
What mortal ſhall reſiſt, where angels yield ? 
Pleaſure's the miſtreſs of ethereal pow'rs ; 
For her contend the rival gods above; 
Pleaſuic's the miſtreſs of the world below; 
And weil it is for man, that pleaſure charms; 
How would all tagnate, but for pleaſure's ray! 
How would the frozen fream of action ceale! 
What is the pu.ſe of this fo buſy world? 
1 h: love of pleaſure; that, thro' ev'ry veing 
Throws motion, warmth; and ſhuts out death 
from lite, 

Tho' various are the tempers cf mankind, 
Plealure's gay family holds all in chains 
Some moſt affect the black; and ſome the fair 
Some honeſt pleaſures court; and ſome, ob- 


_ * * 


1 
, 
' 
| 


286 The COMPLAINT. Night VIIT. 


Pleaſures obſcene are various, as the throng 
Df paſhons, that can err in human hearts; 
Miftikecheir objeRs,ortranſgreſs theirbounds. 
Think you there's but one whoredom? 
whoredom, all, . 
But when our reaſon licenſes delight. 
Doſtdoubt, Lorenzo?thou ſhalt doubt no more. 
Thy father chides thy gallantries! yet hugs 
Am ugly common harlot in the dark; 
A rank aduitcrer with others” gold; 
And that hag, vengeance,in a corner charms, 
Hatred her brothel has, as well as love, 
Where horrid epicures debauch in blood, 
Whate'er the motive, plcaſure is the mark; 
For her the black aſſaſſin draws his ſword ; 
For — dark ſtateſmen trim their midnight 
amp, 

To which no ſingle ſaerifice may fall; 
For her the ſaint abſtains ; the miſer ſtarves; 
The ſtoic proud for 2 — ſcorn'dʒ 
For her, affliction's daughters grief indulge, 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears: 
For her, guilt, ſhame, toil, danger we defy; 
And, with an aim voluptuous,ruſh on death. 
Thus univerſal her deſpotic pow'r. 

And as her empire wide, her praiſe is juſt. 
Patron of pleaſure ! doter on delight 
I am thy rival; pleaſure I profeſs ; 
Pleaſure's the purpoſe of my gloomy ſong. 
Pleafure is nought but virtue's gayer name; 
I wrong her ſtil}, I rate her worth too low; 
Virtue the root, and pleaſure is = flower; 
And honeft Epicurus' foes were fool) 
But this ſounds harſh, & gives the wiſe offence; 
If o'erſtrain'd wiſdom 111 retains the name. 


How knits auſterity her cloudy brow, 


And blames,as bold and hazardous,the praiſe 
Of pleaſure, to mankind unprais'd,too dear 
Ve modern ſtoics, hear my ſoft reply; 


Their ſenics men will truſt; we can't umpoſe; 
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Or, if we could, is impoſition right? [ſting; 
Own haney's ſweet ; but, owning, add this 
© When mixt with poiſon, it is deadly too.“ 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but virtue to be prais'd as good? 
Why.then is health preferr'd before diſeaſe? 
What nature loves is good, without our leave. 
And where no future \rawback cries © beware;” 
Pleaſure, tho' not from virtue ſhould prevail. 
"Tis balm to life, and gratiu:l: to heav*n ; 
How could eur thanks for boanties unenjoy'd! 
The love of pleaſure is man's e delt born, 
Born in his cradle, hving to his tomb ;; 
Wiſlom, her youngeſt fitter, tho? more grave, 
Was meant to miniſter, and not to mar, 
Imperial pleaſure, queen of human hearts, 
Lorenzo: thou her majeſty's renown'd, 
Tho! uncoikt, counſel learned in the world! 
Who think(it thyſeif a Murray, with diſda in 
May'ſt lvog on me. Let my Demokhenes ! 
Canſt thou pleat picaſure's cauſe as well as I? 
Know*!{t thou her nature, purpoſe, parentage ? 
Attend my ſong and thou ſhalt know them all; 
And know thylzIt ; and know thyſelt to be 
(Sang: truth!) the moſt ahſtemious man alive 
Tell not C ilifta ; ſhe will laugh the: dead; 
Or fend thee to ner hermitage with L—— 
Abſurd preſumption! thou, who never knew'lt 
Alſerious thought! ſha l thou dar dream of joy 
No man e'er found a happy life by chance; 
Or yawn'd it into being, with a wiſh ; 
Or, with the ſnout of grov'ling appetite, 
E'er ſinelt it out, and grubbꝰd it from the dirt. 
An art it 1s, and mult he learnt ; and learat 
With unremitting effort, of be 0ſt; 
And leaves us perfect blockheads, in our bliſs. 
The clouds may drop down titles and eftatrs; 
Wealth may ſeek us; butwildommuitbeſought 
Sought before all! but (how vnlike all elle 
We ſeek on earth!) tis never fought in 2 


— — = * A - - - 
- - - — — - — — of — 
— — ., A" N/ USDA w̃ ein een r 


8 The COMPLAINT. Night VIII. 
Firſt, pleaſure's birth, riſe, ſtrength and 


2randeur, fee : 
Brought forth by wiſdom, nurſt by diſcipline, 
By patience taught, by perſeverance crown'd, 
She rears her head majeſtic; round her throne, 
Erected in the boſom of the juſt, 
Each virtue lifted, forms her manly guard, 
For what are virtues? (formidable name) 
What but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
Why then, commanded ? Need mankind com- 
mands, 
At once to merit, and to make their bliſs? — 
Great legiſlator ! ſcarce fo great, as kind 
If men are rational, and love delight, 
Thy gracious law but flatters humin choice; 
In the tranſgreſſion lies the penalty; 
And they the moſt indulge who moſt obey. 
Of pleaſure not the final cauſe explore: | 
| Its mighty purpoſe, its important end. 
Not to turn human, brutal, but to build 
| Divine on human, pleaſure came f.om heav'n. 
In aid to reaſon was the godde!'s (ent ; 1 
To call up all its ftrengih by ſuch a charm, | 
Pleaſure, firſt, ſuccours virtue ; in return, 
| Virtue gives pleaſure an eternal reign» [ faith, 
What, but the pleaſure of food, friendſhip, 
| Su s life nat'ral, civil and divine? 
*T 1s from the pleaſure of repaſt, we live, 
Tis from the pleaſure of applauſe we pleaſe ; 
»Tis from the pleaſure of beliet. we pray; 
1 prayer would ceaſe if unbelie vd the prize] 
t ſerves ourſelves, our ſpecies, and our God; 
And to ſerve more, is paſt the ſphere of man. 
Glide, then, for ever, Feaſu re's ſacred ſtream! 
Thro' Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs, 
And fotters ev'ry growth of happy life; 
Makes a new Eden where it flows—but ſuch 
| As muit be loſt, Lorenzo ! by thy fall. 
1 „% What mean I by thy tall? — Thou'lt 
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Than this full draught of pleaſure, from a caſł 
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While Pleaſure's nature is at large diſplay'ds 
* ſung her origin and end. 
hoſe glorious ends by kind or by degree, 
When pleaſure violates, tis then a vice, 
And ve-geance too; it haſteus into pain: 
From duè refreſhment, life, health, reaſon, joy; 
Fromwild exceſs, pain, grief, diſtraction, deathz 
H-av'ns juſtice: this proclaims, ard that her 
W hat greater evil can I with my foe, (love. 


Unbroach'd by jult authority, ungaug'd 
By temperance, by reaſon unrefin'd ? 
A thouſand demons lurk within the lee. 
Heav'n, others, and ourſelves! uninjur'd theſe, 
Drink deep; and deeper, then, the more divine; 
Angels are angels from indulgence there ; 
*Tis unrepenting pleaſure makes a God. 
Doſt think thyſelf a God from other joys ? 
A victim rather ! ſhortly fure to bleed. 
The wrong mult mourn ; can heav*ns ap- 
pointments fail ?. 
Can man outwit omnipotence ? ſtrike out 
A ſelf-wrought happineſs unmeant by him 
Who made us, and the world we would enjoy? 
Who forms an initgument, ordaius from 
whence 
Its diſſonance, or harmony, ſhall riſe. 
Heav'n. bid the foul this mortal frame inſpire z 
Bide virtue's ray divine inſpire the ſoul 
With unprecarious flows of vital joy ; 
And without breathing, man as well might 
For life, as without piety for peace. (hupe 
is virtue, then, and piety the ſame ? — 
No; piety is more; tis virtue's ſource 3 
Mother of ev'ry worth, as that, of joy. 
Men of the worid this doctrine ili digeit; 
They ſmile at piety ; yet boaſt aloud (part 
Good-will to men; nor know they ſtrive to 
W hatnaturejoins,and thusconfute themſelves. 
With piety begins all good on earth; 
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Art thou dej=cted ? Is thy mind oer caft ? 
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' Tis the fir ſt-born of rationality. | 
Conſcience her firſt law broken, wounded lie 
Enfeebled, lifeleſe, impotent to goo ; 
A feign'd affection bounds her utmoſt pow'r. 
Some ** can't love, but for the Almighty's 
A 

A foe to God was ne er true friend to man; 
Some ſiniſter intent taints all he does; 
And, in his kindeit actions, he's unkind, 

On piety, humanity is built ; 
And, on humanity, much happiness; 
And yet ſtill more on piety itſelf, 
A foul in commerce with her God, is heav'nz 
Feels not the tumults and the ſhocks of life; 
The whirls of paſſion and the ſtrokes of 
A Deity believ'd, is joy begun ; (heart, 
A Deity ador'd is joy advanc'd ; 
A Deity belov'd, is joy matur'd, 
Each branch of piety delight inſpires ; (next, 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the 
O'er death's dark gulph, and all its horror 
Praiſe the ſweet exultation of our joy, (hides; 
That jdy exalts, and makes it ſweeter (till ; 
Pray'r ardent opens heav'n, ſets down a ſtream 
Of glory on the conlecfated hour 
Of ma, in audience with the Deity. (joins 
Who worſhips the great God, that initant 
The firſt in heav'n, and fets his foot on hell. 

Lorenzo ! when waſt thou at church before? 
Thou think'ſt the ſervice long; but is it juſt? 


Tho juſt, unwelcame; thou had'|t rather tread 
\ Unhallow'd ground; the mule, to win thine 


ear. 
Muſt take an air leſs folemn. She complies. 
Good conſtience ! at the ſound the world 
Verſe diſlaffects it, and Lorenzo lmiles; (retires 


Vet has ſhe her ſeraglio full of charms ; 


And fuch as age ſhall heighten, not impair. 


Amid her fair ones, thou the fairett choole, 
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To chaſe = gloom.—“ Go, fix ſome weighty 
truth; 
Chain down ſome paſſion; do ſame gene- 
rous good; 
« Teach ignorance to fee, or grief to ſmile, 
© Corref thy friend; befriend thygreateſtfoe; 
«© Or with warm heart, and confidence divine, 
« Spring up, and lay ſtrong hold on hun 
who made thee.” 
Thy gloom is fcatter'd, fprightly ſpirits flow; 
'Tho' wither'd is thy vine, and harp unſtrung. 
Doſt call the bow), the viol, and the dance, 
Loud mirth, mad laughter? wretched com- 
forters ! 
Phyficians more than hilf of thy diſcaſe. 
Laughter, tho' never cenſur'd yet as fin, 
(Pardon a thought that only ſeems ſevere} 
Is half-immertal ; Is it much indulg'd ? 
By venting ſpleen, or diffipating thought, 
It ſhews a ſcorner, or it makes a fool; 
And fins, as hurting others, or ourſelves, 
*Tis pride, or emptineſs, applies he ſtraw, 
That tickies little minds to mirth effuſe ; 
Of grief approaching, the portentuous ſign ! 
The houſe of laughter makes a houſe of woe, 
A man triumphant is a monſtrous hght ; 
A man dejected is a fight as mean. (abound ? 
What cauſe for triumph, where ſuch iltg 
What for dejection, where preſides 2 pow'r, 
Who call'd us into being to be bleſt ? 

So grieve, as conſcious, grief may rile to joy; 
So joy, as conſcious, jay to grief may fall. 
ot true, a wiſe man never will be lad; 
But neither will ſonorous, bubbling mirth, 
A thallow ftream of happinc(s betray ; 
Too happy to be ſportwe, he's {:rgne, 

Yet would'ſt thou laugh? (but at thy own 
expence) 

This counſel ſtrange ſnouſd I preſume to give 

* Retice, and read thy bible to be gay.” 
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There truths abound of ſovereign aid to peace, 
An! do not prize them lefs, becauſe inſpir'd, 
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud to do. 
If not inſpir'd, that pregnant page had ſtood, 
Time's treaſure ! and the wonder of the wile! 
Thou think't, perhaps, thy foul alone at flak. ; 
Alas (Should men miſtake thee for a fool; 
What man of taſte for wiſdom, genius, truth, 
Tho” tender of thy fame, could mterpoſe ? 
Believe me, ienſe here, acts a double part, 
And the true critic is a Chriſtian too, (joy. 
But theſe thou think'ſt are gloomy paths to 
True joy in ſunſhine ne'er was found at firſt ; 
They, firſt, themſelves offend, who greatly 
And travel only gives us found repoſe.(pleaſe 
Heav'n ſells all pleaſure ; effort is the price; 
The joys of conqueſt, are the joys of man, 
And glory the victorious laurel ſpreads, 
O'er pleaſure's pure, perpetual, placid ſtream. 

There is a time, when toil mult be preferr'd, 
Or joy, by miſ-tim'd fondneſs is undone, 
A man of pleaſure is a man of pins. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bleſt. 
Falſe joys indeed are born forwant of thought; 
From thought's full bent, and energy, the 
Andthat demands a mini in equal poize, (tru 
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. 
Much joy not only peaks ſmall happinets, 
Bur happineſs that ſhortly mult expire. 

an jy, unboitum'd i reflection ttand ? 
And in a tempel, can reflection live? 
Can joy, like thine, ſecure itſelf an hour? 
Can jov, like thine, meet accident unſhogk d? 
Or ope the door to honeit poverty? (pale ? 
Or taik with threat'ning death, and nut tuin 
In ſuch a world, and fuch a nature, theſe 
Are needful fundamentals of delight; 
Theſe fundamentals give delight indeed; 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable. 
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Delight unſhaken, maſculine, divine; 
A conſtant, and a ſeurd, but ſerious joy. 
Is joy the daughter of ſeverity ? 
It is,—Yet far my doQrine from ſevere. 
% Rejoice for ever: it becomes a man; 
Exalts, and ſets him nearer to the Gods. 
© Rejoice for ever, nature cries, Rejoice;“ 
And drinks to man in her nectarebus cup, 
Mixt up of delicacies for ev'ry ſenſe; 
To the great founder of the hounteous feaſt, 
Drinks glory, gratitude, «ternal praiſe z 
And he that will not pledge her, is a churl:; 
III firmly to ſupport, good fully taſte, 
Is the aheds ſcience of felicity 
Yet (paring pledge; her bowl is not the beſt 
Mankind can boalt, —* A rational repalt ; 
«© Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 
«« A military Elcipline of thought, 
« Ts foil temptation in the doubtful field; 
« And ever-waking ardour for the right;“ 
"Tis _ firlt, give, then guard, a che2rtul 
gart. 
Nought that is right, think little; well aware, 
Whatreaſon bids, God Eids; by his command 
How aggrandiz'd the {mallelt thing we do 
Thus nothing is inſipid to the wiſe ; 
To thee, infipid all, but what is mad; 
Joys ſeaſon'd high, and taſting ſtrong of guilt. 
Mag! (thou reply*'{t, with indignation find) 
« Ot antient ſages proud to tread che ſteps, 
* J follow nature.” —Follow nature ſtill, 
But look it be thine own ; is conſcience, then, 
No part of nature? Is ſhe not ſupreme ? 
Thou Regicide ! O raite her fi om the dead 
Then, follow nature and reſemble God. 
When ſpite of conſcience, pleaſure is pur - 
Man's nature is unnatuxally pleas'd; (ſu'd, 
And what's unnatural, is painful too 
At intervals,andmutt diſguſt ev*n thee! (cauſe. 
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Virtue'sfoundationswith theworld*s were laid; 

Heav'n mixt her with our make, and twilted 
cloſe 

Her fac: ed int'reſts with the ſtrings of life. 

Who breaksher awfulmandate, ſhockshimſelf, 

His better felt; and is it greater pain, 

Our foul ſhould murmur, or our duſtrepine ? 

And one, in their eternal war mult bleed, 

If one mult ſuffer, whichſhould leattbeſpar'd? 
The pains of mind furpals the pains of i-nſe. 
Aſk, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. 
The joys of {enic to mental joys are mean; 
Senſe on the pre{cuat only feeds; the foul 
On paſt and tuture, forages for joy. 

Tis hers, by retroſect, thro* time to range; 
And for waid time's great ſequel to ſurvey. 
Couldhumancourtstakevengeance onthemind, 
Axe might rult, and racks, and gibbets fal; 
Guat: d then, thy mind, and leave the reſt to fate. 

Lorenzo; wilt thou never be a man ? 

The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lur'd by the beating of his pulſe, to liſt 
With ev'ry luſt, that wars againſt his peace; 
And ſets him quite at variance with himſe!f, 
Thylelf, firtt, know; then love ; a feif there is 
Ot vitue tond, that kindles at her charms. 
A telf there ie, as fond of ev'ry vice, 

Wuile ev'ry virtue wounds it to the heart; 
Hunility degrades it, juſtice robs, 

Bleſt bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays, 
And godlike magnanimity deſtroys. — 

'T his ſelf when rival to the former ſcorn; 
V-'hen not in competition, kindly treat, 
Detfend it, teed it ;—But when virtue bids, 
Tols, itor to the fawls, or to the flames. 
And why? tis love of pleaſure bids thee bleed; 
Comp!y or own ſelt-igve extinct, or blind. 

For what is vice ? ſelf-love in a mittake ; 
A. poor bimd meichant, buying joys too dear, 
Aud virtue, what ? Tis (elf love in has wits, 
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Quite ſkil ful in the market of delight. (pow'r, 

Selt-love's good ſenſe is love of that great 

From whom ſhe ſprings, and all ſhe can enjoy. 

Other ſeif-love is but diſguis'd ſelf-hate; 

More mortal than the malice of our foes; 

A ſelf-hate, now, ſcarce felt; then feit full 

fore, 

When being, curft; extinftion,loud implor'd; 

And ev'ry — preferr'd to what we are. 
Yet this ſeif-loye, Lorenzo, makes his choice 

And, in this choice triumphant, boalts of joy. 

How is this want cf happineſs betray'd, 

By diſſaffection to the preſent hour 

Imagination wanders far a field ; 

The future pleaſes : why ? the preſent pains: 

«* But that's a ſecret.”—Yes, which all men 

know; — 

And know from thee, diſcover'd unawares, 

Thy ceaſeleſs agitation, reſtleſs rolls 

From cheat, to cheat, impatient of a pauſe 

What is it? * T1s the cradle of the {uul, 

From inſtin& ſent to rock her in diſeaſe, 

Which her phyſician, reaſon, will not cure, 

A poor expedient ! yet thy beſt ; and while 

It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedies ! the wiſe have joys, 
Superior wiſdom is ſuperior b. iſs. 

And what ſure mark — the wiſe? 

Confiltent wiſdom ever wiils the ſame; 

Thy fickle with is ever on the wing. 

Sick of herſe!f is folly's character; 

As, wiſdom's is, a modelt felt applauſe. 

\ change of evils is th d ſupreme ; 

or but in motion, canſt thou find thy reff. 

bMan's — ſtrength is ſhewn in ſtanding 
fill; 

he firit ſure ſymptoms of a mind in health, 

$ relt of heart, and pleaſure felt at home. 

alſe pleaſure from abroad her joys imports; 
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Rich from within, and ſelf-ſuſtain'd, the true. 
The true is fixt, and ſolid as a rock; 
Slipp'ry the falſe, and toſſing as the wave. 
This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain; 
That, like the fabled, felf-enamour'd boy, 
Home contemplation her _—_— delight; 
She dreuds an interruption from without, 
Smit with her own condition ; and the more 
Intenſe ſhe gazes, ſtill it charms the more. 
No man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 

There breathes not a more happy than himſelf; 
Then envy dies, and love 0'erflows on all; 
And love o'erflowing makes an angel here. 
Such angels all, entitled to repoſe 

On him who governs fate: tho' tempeſt frowns 
Tho nature ſhakes, how ſoft to lean on heav*n; 
T's lcan on him, on whom archangels lean ! . 
With inward eyes, and blent as the grave, 
They ſtand collecting ev'ry beam of thought, 
Till their hearts kindle with divine delight; 
For all their thoughts like angels, ſeen of old 
In Iſrael's dream,came from, and go to, heav'n: 
Hence, are they ſtudĩous of ſequeit'red ſcenes; 
While noiſe and diſſipation, comfort thee. 

Were all men happy,revellingswould ceaſe, 

That opiate for inquietude within 

Lorenzo! never man was truly bleſt, 

But it compos'd, and gave him ſuch a caſt, 
As folly might miſtake for want of joy. 

A calt, unlike the triumph of the proud ; 

A modeit aſpect, and a imile at heart. 

O for a joy from thy Philander's fpring ! 

A ſpring perennial, rifing in the breait, 

And permanent, as pure ; no turbid ſti eam 
Of rapt'rous exultation, ſwelling high: 
Which, ks land floods, impeiuvus pour a- 

while, 3 

Then fink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man, who tranſient joy prefers? 
What but prefer the bubbles of a ſtream t 
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Vain are all ſudden ſallies of delight 
Convulſions of a weak diſtemper'd joy. 
oy's a fix d ſtate; a tenure, not a (tart. 
iis there is none, hut unprecarious bliſs x 
That is the gem: ſell all, and purchaſe that. 
Why go a begging to contingencies, 

Not gain*dwith eate,nor ſafely lov'd, if gain'd? 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and paule; 
Suſpe& it; what thou cant enſure, enjoy; 
And nought butwhat thou giv'it thyſelt, is ture 
Reaſon that perpetuates joy that reaſon gives, 
And makes it as immortal as herſelf 
To mortals, nought immortal, but theirworth. 

Worth, conſcious worth! ſhould abſolutely 
| reign: 
And other joys aſk leave for their approach ; 
Nor, unexamin'd, ever leave obtain. 
Thou art all anarchy ? a mob ot joy, 
Wage war, and periſh in inteitine broils ; 
Not the leait promiſe of internal peace ! 
No boſom-comfort ! or unborrow'd bli(s ! 
Thy thoughts are vagubonds; all outward- 
bound, (pleaſure ; 
"Mid fands, & rocks, & ſtorms, to cruiſe for 
It gain'd, dear bought, and better miſs'd than 
gain'd. (cur'd. 
Much pain mult expiate, what much pain pro- 
Fancy, and ſente, trom an intected ſhore, 
Thy cargo bring; and peſtilence the prize, 
Then, ſuch thy thirſt (infatiable thirſt! 
By fond indulgence but inflam'd tae more!) 
Fancy 11}! cruſſes, when poor tente is tir'd. 
imagination 15 the Paphian ſhop, 
Where techle happineſs, hike Vulcan, iame, 
Bids foul ideas in tlieir dark recels, 
And hot as hg:I(which kincled theblack fires) 
With wanton art, thoſe fatal arrows form, 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, 
and fame, (there are, 
Wouldit thou receive them, other tleughts 
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On angel wing, deſcending from above, T] 
Which cheſe, with art divine, would counter- 

work. . 80 

And form celeſtial armour for thy peace. At 

In this is ſeen imagination's guilt; (thee, Az 

But who can count her follies ? ſh: betrays | Co 


To think in grandeur there is ſomet hing great. Th 


For works of curious art, and antient fame, Shc 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd ; Be 
And foreign climes mult cater for thy taſte. \ 


e ce, what difaiter! Tho' the price was paid In 
. perſecutinę prieft, the Turk of Rome, Th 
WI foot (ye Gods !) tho' cloven, muſt be I Cio 


kils'd, But 
Detain'd thy dinner on the Latian ſhore ; Pat; 
(Such is the fate of honett proteſtants !) Of | 
And poor magnificence is ſtarv'd to death. But 
Hence jult relentment, indignation, ive ! I} Tj 
Be pacify'd ; if outward thugs ate great, To 
*Tis m*gnanimity great things to ſcorn; Fir', 
Poinpous expences, and parades augutt, Hea 
And courts ; char iuſalubrious foil to peace. Ben. 
True happinc!s ne er enter'd at an eye; It th 
True haypinct. relide> in hig unſeen, I The 
No imiles f fuiune ever bieſt the bad, Je 


Nor can her trowas rob innocence of joys 3 Fe, 
That jewel wanting, wiple crowns are poor ; 


So teli his Holineſs, and be reveng'd. 495 

Pleaſure, we both agree, is man's chief gocd; C 

Our only conteſt, what deſerves the name. 6 Ay 

Give gg ++ name to nought but what has Tj 
paſs' 


The authentic ſeal of reaſon (which like York 
Demurs on what it pafſ. s) ad defies 

The tooth uf time; when paſt a pleaſure ftill; 
Dearer on trial, Jove|'-: for its age, 

And doubly to be piiz'd, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our preſent joy. 
dome joys the future overcaſt ; and ſome 


The glorious daven of our eternal day. 
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Throw all their beams that way, and gild 
the tomb. 
Some joys endear eternity; ſome give 
Abhorr'd annihilation dreadtu! charms, 
Are rival joys contending tor thy choice? 
Conſult the whole exiſtence, and be fate 3 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the leſſon, tho' my lecture long, 
Be good—and let heav'n antwer for the reſt, 
Yet with a tigh o'er all mankind I grant 
In this our day of proot, our land of hope, 
The good man has his clouds that intervene; 
Clouds, that ob!cure his ſublunary day, 
But never conquer; ey*n the beſt mutt own, 
Patience, and :elignation, are the pillars 
Ot human peace ea earth. The pillars, theſey 
But thoſe of Seth not more remote from thee, 
Till this heroic leſſon thou hait learnt 3 
To frown at pleature, aud ta ſmile in pain. 
Fir'd at the profpett ot unclouded bliſs. 
Heaven in rever ſien, like the fun, as yet 
Beneath the horizon, cheers us in this world; 
It ſheds, on fouls ſuſcepuble of light, 


* 1 his (lays Lorenzo) is a fair harangue 
But can harangues hie back ſtrong nature's 
ſtream ? 
Or ſtem the ti le heav'n puſhes thro'ourveins. 
„% Which ſweej 3way man's impotent reſolves, 
And lays his iabour level with the world?“ 
Themſelves men make their comment on 
mankind ! (home 
And thmk nought is, but what they find at 
hus, weaknel* to chimera turns the truth, 
othing romantic has the muſe preſcrib'd. 
bove, Lorenzo law the-man ef earth, 


he mortal man? and wretched was the ſight . 


Lo balance that, to comfort, and exaly, 
ow ice the man unmöortal: him, I mean, 
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Who lives as ſuch; whoſe heart full bent on 
Leans all that way, his bias to the ſtars. (heav'n 
The 9 dark ſhades, in contraſt ſet, Mall 
raiſe 
His luſtre more; tho* bright without a foil z 
Obſerve his awful portrait, and admire ; 
Nor ſtop at wonder; imitate, and live. 
Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing leſs than angels can exceed, 
A man on earth devoted to the ſkies ; 
Like ſhips at ſea, while in, above the world. 
With afpe& mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him ſeated on a mount ſerene, 
Above the fogs of ſenſe, and paſſion's ſtorm ; 
All the black cares, and tumults, of this lite, 
Like harmleſs thunders, breaking at his feet) 
cite his pity, not impair his peace. (ſlave, 
Earth's genuine ſons, the ſcepter'd, and the 
A mingled mob ? a wand'ring herd ! he ſees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike! 
His full reverſe in all ! what higher praiſe ? 
What ſtronger demonſtration of the right ? 
The preſent all their care; the future, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want, 
They give to fame; his bounty he conceals. 
Their virtues varniſh nature; his, exalt. 
Mank ind's eſteem they court; and, he, his own. 
Theirs, the wild chace of falſe felicities; 
His, the compos'd poſſeſſion of the true. 
Alike throughout is his conſiſtent peace, 
All of one colour, and an even thread; 
While party-colour'd ſhreds of happineſs, 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe; each puff of fortune blows 
The tatters by, and ſhews their nakedneſs. 
He ſees with other eyes than theirs ; where 
| Behold a fun, he ſpies a deity ; (they 
Whatmakesthem only imile,makes him adore. 


Were they ſee mountains, he but atoms ſees; 
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An empire, in his balance weighs a grain, 
They things terreſtrial worſhip, as divine; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duſt, 
That dims his fight, and ſhortens his ſurvey 
Wich longs, in infinite, to loſe all bound. 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays aſide to find his dignity 
No dignity they find in aught betides, 
They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man's real glory) proud of an eclipſe. 
Himſelf too much he prizes to be proud, 
And nothing thinks to great in man, as man, 
Too dear he holds his int'reft, to negle& 
Another's welfare, or his right invade ; 
Their int'reſt, like a lion, lives on prey. 
They kindle at the ſhadow of a wrong ; 
Wrong he ſuſtainswithtemper,lookson heav'n, 
Nor ftoops to think his injurer his foe ; 
Nought but what wounds his virtue wounds 
his peace; | 
A cover'd heart their character defends ? 
A cover'd heart denies him half his praiſe, 
Wich nakedneſs his innocence agrees; 
While their broad foliage teftifies their fall, 
Their no- joys end, where his full feaſt begins 
His joys create, theirs murder, future bläls. 
To triumph in exiſtence, his alone; 
And his alone, triumphantly to think 
His true exiſtence is not yet begun. 
His glorious courſe was, yeiterday complete; 
Death, then, was welcome; yet life ill is 
ſweet. 

But nothing charms Lorenzo, hk* the firm 
Undaunted breuſt, andwhoſe is that high praiſe? 
They yield to pleafure,tho' they danger brave 
And ſhew no fortitude, but in the field; 

If there they ſhew it, tis for glory ſhewn; 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts, 
A cordial his ſuſtains, that cannot fall; 

By pleaſure unſubdu'd, unbroke by pain, 
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All-bearing, all attempting, till he fails; 

And when he falls, writes Vici on his ſhield. 

From mognanimity, all fear above; | 

From nobier recompence above applauſe ; 

Which owes io man's ſhort out-louk all its 
- - Charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo cries, —** where ſhines this miracle? 
% From what root riſes this immortal man? 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground; 
The root diſſe, nor wonder at the flower. 

He follows nature(not like thee Jand ſhews us 
An uninveried ſyſtem of a man. 
His appetite weals reaſon's golden chain, 
And finds, in due reſtraint, its luxury. 
His paſſion, :ike an eagle well- reclaim'd, 
Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite. 
Patient his hope, un-anxious 1s his care, 
His caution fearlets, and his grief (if grief 
1 he Gods ordain) a (tranger io deſpair, 
And why?—becaule affection, more than meet, 
His wil:om leaves not diſengag d fromheav'n. 
I hoſe ſecondary goods that ſmile on earth, 
He, loving, in proportion, loves in peace, 
They mott the world enjoy, who leaſt admire. 
His underſtanding 'ſcapes the common cloud 
Of fumes, ariung from a boiling breaft. 
His head is clear, becauſe his heart is cool, 
By worldly competitions uninflam'd. 
The mod'rate movements of his foul admit 
Diſtiuct ideas, and matur'd debate, 
An eye impartial, and an even icale ; 
Whencejudgmentſound, &unrepentingehoice. 
Thus, in a double ſenſe, the good are wie; 
On its own dunghill, wiſer than the world. 
What then, the world? it muſtbe daubly weak; 
Strange truth! as ſoon would they belisve 

their creed. 
Vet thus it is; nor otherwiſe can he; 


So tat from aught romantic what I fg. 
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Bliſs has no heing, virtue has no ſtrength, » 
But from the preſpe& of immortal life. | 
Who thinks earth all, or (what weighs juſt 
the ſame) 1 
Who care no farther, muſt prize what it yields; 
Fondot itsfancies; proud ofits parades. (mirez 
Whothinks earth nothing, can't its charms ad- 
He can't a foe, thoꝰ moſt malignant, hate; 
Becauſe that hate would prove his greater foe. 
Tis hard from them (yet who fo loudly boaſt 
Gocdwill to men? )to love their deareſt friend; 
For may not he invade their good ſupreme, 
Where the leaſt jealouſy turns love to gall-? 
All ſhines to them, that for a ſeaſon ſhines. 
Each act, each thought, he queſtions, * what 
its weight, 
Its colour what, a thouſand ages hence? 
Ant what it there appears, he deems it now, 
Hence, pure are the receſſes of his foul. 
The zod-like man has nothing to conceal. 
His virtue, conttitutionally deep, 
Has habit's firmneſs, and affection's flame; 
Angels, ally'd, deſcend to feed the fire; 
Anddeath, whichothers flays, makes him a 
And now, Lorenzo! bizot of this world! 
Wont to diſdain poorbigots caught byheav'n! 
Stand by thy ſcorn, and be reduc'd to nought: 
For — art thou? thou boaſter ! while thy 
glare, 
Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldlyworth, 
Like a broad miſt, at diſtance ſtrikes us moſt; 
And, like a miſt, is nothing when at hand; 
His merit, like a mountain, on approach, 
Swclls more, and riſes nearer to the ſkies, 
By promile, now, and, by pe ſſeſſion, ſoon, 
(Too ſoon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 
From this thy juſt annihilation rue, 
Lorenzo! riſe to {@mething, by reply. 
The world, thy client, liſtens, and expects; 
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And lengs to crown thee with immortal praiſe, 
Canſt thou be ſilent? no; for wit is thine ; 
And wit talks moſt,when leaft ſhe has to lay, 
And reaſon interrupts not her career. 
She'll ſay, that miſts above the mountains riſe; 
And, with a thouſand pleafaniries, amule x 
She'll ſparkle, puzzle, flutter, raiſe a duſt, 
And fly — in the duſt ſhe rais'd, 
Wit, how delicious to man's dainty ! 
*Tis precious, as the vehicle of ſenſe ; 
But, as its ſubſtitute, a dire diſeaſe. 
Pernicious talent! flatter'd by the world, 
Bytheblindworld, whichthinks the talent rare, 
Wiſdom is rare, Lorenzo! wit abounds ; 
Paſſion can give it; ſometimes wine mſpires 
The lucky flaſh : and madneſs rarely fails. 
Whatever cauſe the ſpirit ſtrongly ſtirs, 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown. 
For thy renown,'twere well, was this the worſt; 
Chance often hits it, and, to pique thee more, 
See dulineſs, blund'ring on vivacities, 
Shakes her (age head at the calamity, 
Which has expos'd, and let her down to thee. 
But wiſdom, awful wiſdom l which inſpects, 
Diſcerns, compares, weighs, ſeparates, infers, 
Serzes the right, and holds it to the laſt ; 
How rare ! in ſenates, {ynods, ſcught in vain 
Or if there found, tis facred to the few; 
White a lewd proſtitute to multitudes, 
Frequent, as fatal, wit ; in civil life, 
Wit makes an enterpriſer ; ſenſe a man. 
Wir hates authority z commotion loves, 
And thinks herſelf the lightning of the ſtorm, 
In ſtates, tis dangerous; in religion, death 
Shall wit turn chriſtian, when the dullbeheve? 
Senſe is our helmet, wit is but the plume ; 
The plume expoſes, tis our helmet ſaves ; 
Senſe is the di' mond, weighty, ſolid, found 


When cut by wit, it caſts a brighter beam; 
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+ Yet, wit apart, it is a di'mond ſtill. 


Wit, widow'd of good ſenſe, is worſe than 
nought ; 
It hoiſts more ſail to run againſt a rock. 
Thus, a half-Cheſter field is quite a fool; 
Whom dull fools ſcorn, and bleſs their want 
of wit 
How ruinous the rock I warn thee ſhun, 


Where firens fit, to ſing thee to thy fate! 


A joy, in which our reaſon bears no part, 
Is — a ſorry „ ere it ſtings 
Let not the cooings of the world atlure thee; 
Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 
Happy! of this bad world who little know! 
And yet, we much muſt know her, to be ſafe; 
To know the world, not love her, is thy point. 
She gives hut little, not that hitle, long. 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the puile ; 
A. dance of ſpirits, a mere froth of joy, 
Our thaughtleſs agitation's idle child, 
That mantles high, that ſparkles, and expires 
Leaving the ſoul more vapid than before. 
An animal ovation ! ſuch as holds 
No commerce with our reaſon, but ſubſiſty 
On juices, thro' the well-ton'd tubes, well- 
ſtrain'd ; : 
A nice machine! ſcarce ever tun'd aright ; 
And when it jars—thy firens fing no more; 
Thy dance is done; the demi-gog, is thrown 
Short apotheoſis !) beneath the man, 
n coward gloom immers'd, or fell deſpair. 
Art thou yet dull enough deſpair to dreat, 
And ſtartle at deſtruction? if thou art, 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field; 
— field of battle is this mortal life) 
hen danger threatens, lay it on thy heart; 
A. hingle ſentence proof againſt the world. 
Soul, body; fortune ! ev'ry good pertains 
« To one af theſe ; but prize not all a ike; 
L « The 
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« The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 
« Body to foul, and foul ſubmit to God. 
Wouldſt thou build lafting happineſs? do this; 
Th' inverted pyramid can never ſtand. 

Is this truth doubtful? it outſhines the ſun; 
Nay the fun ſhines not, but to ſhew vs this, 
The ſingle leſſon of mankind on earth. 

And yet—yet, what?no news! markind is mad; 
Such mighty nambeis liſt again the right, 
And what can't aumber, when bewitch'd, at- 
chieve!) 
They talk themſelves to ſomething like belief, 
That all earth's joy$ are theirs: as Athen's fool 
Grinn'd from the port, on ev'rv ſail his own. 
The grin; but wherefore? and how long the 
laugh ? 
Half ignorance, their mirth ; and half, a lie ; 
To war — world, and cheat themſelves, they 
mile. 
Hard either taſk ! the moſt abandon'd own, 
That others, if abandon'd, are undone ; 
Then, for themſelves, the moment reaſen 
wakes, 
(And providence denies it long repoſe) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They ſcarce can ſwallow their ebullient ſpleen, 
Scarce muſter patience to ſupport the farce, 
And pump fad laughter, till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I ſay? ſome cannot fit it out; 
Ott their own daring hands the certain draw, 
And ſhew us what their joy, by their deſpair. 
The clotted hair! gor'd breait ! blaſpheming 
eye 
Its impious fury til] alive in death 
Shut, _ the ſhocking ſcene.— but heav'n 
enies 


A cover to ſuch guilt; and fo ſhould man. 


Look round! Lorenzo fee the reeking blade, 
Th' invenom'd phial, and the fatal ball; 
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| The ſtrangling cord, and ſuffocating ſtream ; 
| The loathlome rottenneſs, and foul decays 
From ragiug riot (flower ſuicides ) 
And pride in theſe, more execrable ſtill— 
How herrid allto thought! - hut horrors, theſe, 
That vouch the truth; and aid my feeble ſong, 
From vice, ſenſe, fancy, no man can be bleſtz 
Bliſs is too great, to lodge within an hour; 
When an immortal being aims at bliſs, 
Duration is eſſntial to the name. 
O for a joy from reaſon ! joy from that, 
Which makes man man; and, exercis'd aright, 
Will make him more; a bouteous joy ! that 
gives, | 
And promiſe; that weaves, which art divines, 
The richelit proſpect into preſent peace; 
A joy ambitions ! joy in common held 
Wich thrones etherial, and their greater far; 
A joy high priviledg'd from chance, time, 
death 
A joy, which death ſhall double ! judgement 
crown | 
Crown'd higher, and til! higher, at each ſtage, 
Thro bleſt eternity's long day; yet itil}, 
Not more remote from ſorrow, han from him, 
Whoſe laviſh hand, whoſe love ſtupendous, 
pours 
So muck of Deity on guilty duſt. 
There, O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there, 
Where not thy preſence can improve my blitz? 
Affects not this the ſages of the world? 
Can nought affect them, but what fools them 
too? | 
Eternity, depending on an hour, (praiſe. 
Makes ferious thought man's wiſdom, joy, and 
Nor need you bluſh(tho' ſometimes your de- 


igns 

May ſhun the light) at your deſigns on heav'n; 

Sale point? waere e is your * 
2 e 
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Are you not wile ?—you know you are? yet 
hear (mil id, 
One trutn, amid your num'ron+ ſchemes, 
Or overlook'd, or throne afde, if feen ; 
« Qur ſchemes to plan by this World, or the 
next, (fool. 
& Is the (ole difference hetween wiſe, and 
All worthy men will weigh you In this fcale ; 
What 2 then, if they pronounce, you 
1ght ? 
I: their chem alone not worth your care ? 
Accept my fmple ſcheme of common ſenſe. 
Thus, Ave your fame, and make two worlls 
vou OWN, 
The world replies not; but the world per fiſts; 
Aud puts the cauſe off to the longeſt day, 
Planning evahons for the day of doom, 
So far, at that re-heating, from redreſ-, 
They then turn witneſles againſt themſelves, 
Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wiſe to-morrcw. 
Haſte, haite ! a man, by nature, is in hate ! 
For who ſhal] anſwer for another hour? 
"Tis highly prudent, to make one ſure friend: 
And that thou canſt not do, this fide the Mie. 
Ye ſons of earth ! (nor willing to be more) 
Since verſe you think from prieftcraft fome- 
what tree, 
Thus, in age lo gay, the muſe plain truths 
(Truths, which at church, you might have 
heard in proſc) 
Has ventur'd into light; well-pleas'd the verſe 
Should be forgot, it you the truths retain : 
And crown her with your welfare, not yous 
pruile, 
But praiſe ſhe need not fear: I ſee my fate; 
And — leap, like Curtius, dewn the 
ulph, 
Since —. an ample volume, mighty tome, 
Mut die; and die unwept, O thou minute, 


| 


2 
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Devoted page ! go forth among thy toes ; 
Go, nubly proud of martyrd-m for truth, 
And die a double deuth: mankind mcens'd, 
Denies thee long to live: nor ſhalt thou ceft, 
Wen thou art dead; in Stygian, ſhades ar- 
_ rFatgn'd 

By Lucifer, as traitor to his throne ; 
An:l bold blaſphemer othis friend, —the world; 
The world, whote legions coft kim flender pay, 
And vorunteers around his banner warm; 
Prudent, as Pruffia, in her 2-al for Gaui. 

« Are +1}, then, tools?“ Lorenzo cries. 

yes, all. 
But ſuch as hold this detrine (new to thee;} 
„% 'The mother of true wildem is the ul; 
The nobleſt intelle, a fool without it. (do, 
Word- u iſdom much his done, and more may 
In arts and ſciences, in wars, and peace; 
But art and ſcience, like thy wealth, will leave 
thee, 

And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the molt indulgence can afford 
„Thy wildom all can de, but—mzke rhae 


wile ** 


4 Nor think this cenſure is ſerere on thee ; 


Satan, thy malter, I date call a dunce. 


T HE 


CONSOLATION, 


% 


NIGHT the NINTH. | 


Containing, among other Things, 


1. A Moral Survey of the Nocturnal I 
Heavens, 


1 A Night-ApprEss to the Drrxx. 


Humbly Iuſcribed to his Grace 
The Duke or NEWCASTLE, 


One of his M AJESTY'S Principal 
SzCRETAKRIES of STATE. 


Fa Contraria Fata rependens. VISO. 


S when a traveller, a long day paſt 

In painful ſearch of what be cannot find, 
At nights approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates, a while, his labour loft ; , 
Then cheers his heart with what his fate fford s, 
And chants his ſonnet to deceive the time, 
Till the due ſeaſon calls him to repoſe : 
Thus, I, long trevell'd in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy maze, 
Where diſappointment ſmiles at Rope“ carcetz 
Warn'd by the langour of life's ev'ning ray, 
At length have hous'd me in an humble ſhed 3 
Where, future wand'ring baniſh'd from my | 

thought, | | 

And waiting, patient, the ſweet hour of reſt; 
I chaſe the momentswith a ſerious ſong. (ſooth. 
Song ſooths or pans; and age. has pains ro 


\ 
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When age; care, crime, and friends, em- 
brac'd at hearr, 

Torn from my bleeding breaſt, and death's 
dark ſhade, 

Which hover's o'er me,quench th'ethereal fire; 

Canſt thou, O nigh: ! indulge one labour more ? 

One lahour more indulge ! then fleep my ſtrain! 

Till, haply, wak'd by Raphael's golden lyre, 

Where night, death, age, care, crime, and 
ſorrow, ceaſe ; 

To bear a part in eu erlaſting lays ; 

Tho' far, far higher ſet, in aim I truſt, 

Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the muſe afſerted pleaſures pure, 

Like thoſe above, ex ploding other joys ? 

Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo! fairlyweigh? 

And tell me, haſt thou cauſe to triumph till? 

I think, thou wilt forbear a boaſt ſo bold, 

But if, beneath the favour of miſtake, 

Thy ſmile's fincere ; not more ſincere can be 

Lorenao's ſmile, than my compaſſion for him. 

The fick in body call for aid; the fick 

In mind are covetous of more diſeaſe; 

And when at worlt, they dream 1hemſelves 
quite well; 

To know ourſelves diſ-as'd, is half our cure, 

+ When nature's bluſh by cuſtom is wip'd off. 

And conſcience deaden'd by repeated ſtrokes, 

Has into manners naturaliz'd our crimes ; 

The curſe of curſes is, our curſe to love ; 

To triumph in the blackneſs of our guilt 

(As Indian's glory in the deepeſt jet) ; 

And throw aſide our ſenſes with our peace. - 

But, grant no guilt, no ſhame, noleaft alloy; 

* Grant joy and glory, quite unſully'd ſhone ; 

Yet, 1/1, it iſ deſerves Lorenzo's heart. 

Na joy, no glory, glitters in tiny fight, 

But thro! the thin partiton of an hour; 

I ſee its fables wove by deſtiny : 

And that in ſorrow bury'd ; this in ſhame ; 
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While howling furies ring the doleful knell; 
And conſcience, now fo ſoft thou ſcarce cant 
Her whiſper echoes her eternal peal. (hear. 
* the prime actors of the laſt year 
cene ; - | 
Their =_ ſo proud, their buſkin, and their 
| piume * j 
How many ſleep, who kept the world awake 
With luſtre, and with noiſe ! has death pro- 
ciaim'd | 
A truce, and hung his fated lance on high? B 
Tis brandiſh'd iti11, nor ſhall the preſent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
Or ſpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 
But needleſsmonuments to wake the thought 
Lite's gayeſt ſcenes ſpeak man's mortality; 
Tho” in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain, 
As mauſoleums, pyramids and tombs. 
What are our nobleſt ornaments, but deaths 
Turn'd flatt'rers of life in paint or marble, 8 
The well-ftain'd canvaſs,or the featur'd ſtone 
Our father's grace, or rather haunt the ſcene 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 
* Protelt diverſions ! cannot theſe eſcape ?”” 
Far from it : theſt preſent us with the ſhroud ; 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave 
As ſome bold plunderers for bury'd wealth, 
We ranſack tombs for paſtime ; from the dub 
Call up the fleeping hero ; bid him tread 
The ſcene for our amuſement : how like gods 
We fit; and wrapt in immortality, { 
Shed gen'rous tears on wretches born to die 
Their fate deploring to forget our own | 
What all the pomps and triumphs of ou 
es, 
But legacies in bloſſom ? our lean ſoil, 
Luxuriant grown and rank in vanities, 
From friends interr'd beneath; a rich manure 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead 
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Like other worms, ſhall we crawl on, nor 

, know 
Our preſent frailties, or approaching, fate? 
Lorenzo ſuch the glorics of the world 

What is the world itfelf ? thy world? a grave, 
Where is the duſt that has not been alive? 

The ſpade, the plough, diftui bour anceſtors ; 
From human mold we reap our daily bread. 
Theglobe arourd carths hol. ow ſui face ſhakes, 
And is the cieling of her fleeping ſons. 

+ O'er devaſtation we blind revels keep; 

q Whol bury'd town; lupport the dancers heel. 

The moiſt of human frame the fun exhales ; 

. inds ſcatter thro” the mighty void, the dry 
*Earth repoſſeſſes part of what ſhe gave, 
And the freed ſpirit mounts on wings cf fire; 
Each element partakes our ſcatter" ſpoiis; 

_ As nature, wide, our ruin {preads; man's death 
{Ir habics all things; but the thought of man. 
Nor man alone; his breathing buſt expires, 
{His tomb is mortal; empires die; where, now, 
+ The Roman? Greek ? they ſtalk, an empty 
. name 
{Yet few regard them in this uſe fal ſe ; 
Thot half our learning is their epitaph. 
{When down thy vale, unlock'd by midaight 
d thought, 

That loves to wander in thy ſanleſs realms, 
O death! I ftretch my view ; what viſions riſe! 
What triumphs ! tolls imperial! arts divine ! 
In wither'd laurels glide before my fight ! 
{What lengths of far-fam'd ages billow high 
Wah human agitation, roll along 
Is unſubſtantial images of air! 

[The melancholy ghoſts of dead renown, 
Pin int echoes of the world's ap- 
auſe : | 
With penitential aſpect as they paſs, 
All point at earth, and hiſe at human pride, 


Night IX. The ConsoLaTionN. 277 
Ine wiidom of the wile, and prancings of the 
reat, . 
Bur, O Lorenzo! far the reſt above, 
Of ghaſtly nature and enormous ſize, 
One form affauits my fight, and chills my blood 
And ſhikes my frame. Ot one departed world 
L lee the mighty ſhadow :* oozy wreath j 
And diſmal ſea- weed crown her? o'er her urn 
Reclin'd, ſhee weeps her deſolated realms, p 
Ard bloated ſons; and weeping, propheſies 
Anuther's diſſolution, ſoon in flames. 
But iike Caſſandra, propheſies in vain ; 
In vain, to many: not I truſt, to thee. 
For, know'k thou not, or art thou loath te 
Know, 
The great decree, the counſel of the ſkies ? 
Deluge and confligration, dreadful pow*'r's ! 
Prime minitters of vengeance ! chain'd in caves 
Dittin&t, apart the giantf.resrcar; 
Apart; or ſuch their horrid rage tor ruin. 
In mutual conflict would they riſe and wage 
Eternat war, till one us quite devour d. 
But nut for this ord1in'd their boundl: ts rage: 
When heav'n's interior inſtruments of wrath B 
War, famine, peſtiience, are found too weak 
To ſcourge a world for her enormous crimes, 
Theſe are let looſe, alternate: Cown they ruſh, 
Swift & tempeituous, from the eternal throne, 
Wich irreſiſtable commiſſion arm'd, 
The world in vain, corrected to deitrov, 
And eaſe creation of the ſhocking ſcene; 
Seeiſt thou, Lorenzo! what depends on man? 
The fate of nature; as for man, her birth. 
Eartli/'s actors change earth's tranſiory ſcenes, 
And-make creation groan with human guilt. 
How mulftit groan, in anew detuge whelm'd. i 
Bur not of waters! At the deſtin'd hour 
By the loud trumpet ſummonꝰ to the charge, 
Sce, all the formidable, ſons of tire, (play 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lighining 
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Their various engines; all at once diſgorge 
heir blazing magazines; and take, by ſtorm, 
his poor terreſtial citadei of man. | 

Amazing period! when each mountain-height 

Dat-burns Veſuvius; rocks eternal pour 
heir melted mals, as rivers once they pour'd 

Stars ruſh, and final ruin fierce drives 

Her ploughſhare o'er creation !—While aloft, 

More than aſtoniſhment ! if more can be! 

Far other firmament than e'er was ſeen, 
han e er wasthought by man! far other ſtars! 

Stars animate, that govern theſe of fire; 

ar other ſuns !— A fun, O how uniike 

he babe at Bethle'm! how unlike the man 

hat groan'd on Calrary ! yet he it is; 

'That mo of ſorrows ! O how chang'd! what 

4 terrible, all heav'n deſcends 

d gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. 
A ſwift archangel, with his golden wing, 

A<« blots & chands, that darken and diſgrace 

The ſcene dine, ſweeps ſtars and ſuns aſide. 

And now, all droſs remoy'd, heav'n's own 

re day, 

Full on the confines of our ether, flames 

While(dreadful contraft!)far, how far beneath! 

Hell burſting, belches forth her blazing ſeas, 

And ftorms ſulphureous; her voracious jaws 

Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo! welcome to this ſcene; the lait 

In nature's courſe; the firſt in wiſdom'sthought, 

This ftrikesgSought can ſtrike thee;thisawakes 

= moſt ſupllse; this ſnatches man from death. 


Rouſe, rouſe, Lorenzo, then, and follow me, 
Where — the moſt momentuous man can 
ear | 
Loud calls the ſoul, and ardour wings herflight; 
ind my inſpiration in my theme; 
The grandeur of wy ſubject is my mule, 
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At midnight (when mankind is wrapt in 
eace, 
And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams : 
To give more dread to man smoſtdreadfulhour, 
At midnight 'tis preſum'd this pomp will burit 
From tentold dirkneſs ; ſudden as the fpark 
From ſmitten ſteel; from nitrousgrain, theblaze. 
Man ſtarting from his couch, ſhall ſleep nomore! 
The day is broke, which never more ſhall cloſe! 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all ! 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes ! 
Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire! 
All nature ſtruggling in the pangs of death 
Dolt thou not hear her? doſt thou not deplore 
Her ſtrong convulſions, and her final groan ? 
Where are we now? Ah me! the groundisgene, 
On which we ſtocd, Lorenzo! while thou mayꝰſt 
Provide more firm ſupport, or fink for ever ! 
Where? How? From wheuce? vain hope! 
it is too late . 

Where, where, for ſhelter, ſhall the guilty fly, 
When conſternation tyrns the good man pale ? 

Great day! for which all other daysweremade; 
For which earth roſe from chaos, man from 
And an eternity, the date of gods, (earth; 
Deſcended on poor earth- created man! 
Great day of dread, deciſion, and deſpair ! 
At thought of thee each ſublunary wiſh 
Lets go its eager graſp, and drops the world! 
And catches at each reed of hope in heav'n. 
At thought of thee!-- And act thou abſent then? 
Lorenzo! no; 'tis here ;—it is begun 
A ready is begun the grand aſſize, 
In thee; in all: deputed conſcience ſcales 
The dread tribunal, and foreſtals our doom; 
Foreſtals and by foreſtalling, proves it ſure. 
Why on himſelf ſhould man void judgement 
Is idle nature laughing at her ſons? (paſs? 
Who conſcience ſent, her ſentence will ſupport, 


And God above aſſert that God in man, 
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Thrice happy they! that enter now the court 
Heav'n opens in then boſom; but how rate ! 
Ah ! me tnat magnanimity, how rare 
What hero, like the man who ſtands himie'f ; 
Who cares to meet his naked heart alone; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it brings, 
Reſolv'd to ſi ence future murmurs there? 

ne coward flies; and, flying, is undone, 

Art thou a coward ? No) the coward flies; 
binks, but thinks ſlightly ; aſks, but fears 
to know; (retires ; 
Aſks, ** What is truth?“ with Pilate ; and 
Diſſolves the court, & mingles with the throng; 
Aſylum fad ! from reaſon, hope, and heav'n! 

Shall all, but man look out with ardent eye, 
For that great day, which was ordain'dforman ? 
O day of conſummation ! mark ſupreme 
1 wiſe) of human thought ! nor leaſt, 
Or in the faght of angels, or their king 
Angels, whoſe radiant circles, heighto'erheight, 
O: der o'er order rifing, blaze o'er blaze, 

Hs in a theatre, ſurround this ſcene, 

Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. 

Angels look ont for thee ; for thee, their lord, 

To vindicate his glory ; and for thee, 

Creation univerſal calls aloud, 

To dil-involve the moral world, and give 

To nature's renovation brighter charms. 
Shall man alone, whoſe fate, whoſe final 

fate, (thought ? 

Hangs on that heur, exclude it from his 

I think of nothing elſe; I ſee! I feel it! 

All narure like anearihquake, tremblinground! 

All denies, like ſummer fwarms, on wing! 

All baſking in the full meridian blaze 

I ſee the judge enthron'd ! the flaming guard! 

The volume open'd | open'd ev'ry heart 

A fun beam pointing out each ſecret thought! 

No patron ! interceſſor, none ! now paſt 

The tweet, the element, mediatorial hour 


: 
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For guilt no plea? to pain! no praiſe! no boundl 
Inexorable, all ! and all extreme 

Nor man alone; the foe of God and man, 
Fromhisdark den,bliſpheming drags hischains 
And rears hisbrazenfront with thynderfcarr'd; 
Receives his ſentence, and begins his hell. 
All vengeance paſt, now, ſeems abundant grace; 
Like meteors in a ſtormy ſky, how roll 
His baleful eyes ! he curſes whom he dreads; 
And deems it the firſt moment of his fa'l. 

Tis preſent to my thought? — And yet where 

is it ? 
Angels can't tell me; 1 — cannot gueſs 
The period from created beings lack'd 
In darkneſs. But the proceſs, and the place, 
Are leſs obſcure; for theſe may man enquire 
Say, thuu gregt cloſe of human hopes & tears 
Great key ofhearts ! great finiſher of tates! 
Great end! &great beginning! lay, where art 
thou? 
Art thou in time, or in eternity? 
Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee. 
Theſe, as two monachs, on their borders meet, 
22 of all elaps'd, or unarriv'd!) 

s in debite, how belt their pow'rs ally'd, 
May ſwellthe grandeur, ordiſcharge thewrath, 
Of him, whom both their monarchies obey. 

Time, this vait fabric for kim buiit (and 

doom'd 

With him to. fallVno 
His lamb, ne 
The trown h 
From their lg 
i h. avi b, 
To ſecond” þMth : contemporary thong 
Rous'd ag one call, upſtar * one bed, 
Prett in ne croud, appall'd with one ama, 
He tus Holter, eternity! to thee. 

Then (a king depos'd dildains to live) 
He. falls on his own ſcythe; nor falls alone 


w buriting o' er his head; 
viſe. from beneath 
„darkneſ, call his ſons 

her ; and from earth's 


| 
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His greateſt foe falls with him; time, and he 


Whomurder'dalitime*soffspring,death,expire, 
Time was ! eternity now reigns alone ! 
Awful eternity ! offended queen ? 
And her i1ef.ntment to mankind, how juſt ! 
With kind intent, ſoliciting acceſs, 
How often has ſhe ſtnock d at human hearts 
Rich to repay their hoſpitality, 
How often call'd! and with the voice of God! 
Yet bore repulſe, excluded as a cheat! (there! 
A dream! while fouleſt foes found welcome 
A dream, a cheat, now all things, but a (mile. 
For, lo! oo twice ten thouſand gates thrown 
wide, 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, 
With banners, ſtreaming as the comet's blaze, 
And clarions, louder than the deep in ſtorms, 
wonorous as immortal breath can blow, 
Poui forth their myriads, potentates & paw'rs, 
Of light, of darkneſs; in a middle held, 
Wide, as creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral religion! there to mark the event 
Of that great drama, whoſe proceeding ſcenes 
Detain'd them cloſe ſpectators, thro' a length 
Ot ages, rip'ning to this grand reſult ; 
Ages as yet unnumber'd, but by God? 
Who now pronouncing, ſentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 
Eternuiy, the various ſentence paſt, 
Aſfigus the ſever'd throng diſtin abodes, 
Sulphureous or ambrofial ; What enſues? 


The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! - 


Which makes a hi} ofhell, a heav'n otheav'n, 
The goddeſs, with determin'd aſpæct, turns 
Her adamantine key's enormous fize 
Thro' deſtiny's inextricable wards, 
Deep-driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates. 
Then, from the chriſtal battlements of heav'n, 
Down, down, the hurls it thro' the dark pro- 
tound, 
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Ten thouſand thouſand f-thom; there to ruſt, 
And ne'er unlock her reſolution more, 
The de2v reſounds, and hell through all her 
glooms, 
Returns in grant the meiancholy roar. 
O how une the triumph of the ſkies ! 
| O how unlike thoſe ſhou's of joy, that ſhake 
1 he whole ctherial ? how the concave rings ? 
| Ner (range ! when deities their voice exalt 3 
| And louder far, than when creation roſe, 
To ſee creation's go:i!!:ke aim and end, 
Fo well accompliſh'd ! fo de cinely clogd} 
To ſee the mighty dramatiſts laſt act 
(As meet) in glory rilng der the left. 
| No fancy*d God, a God, indeed, delcends 
To ſolve all knots; T'o fte the moral home: 
Ty th-ow full day on dark+# ſcenes of time; 
To clear, commend,ex lt, & crown the whole, 
Hence in once peal of loud eternal praiſe, 
The charm'dſpectatorsthunder their applauſe; 
And the vaſt void heyond, applauſe reſuunds. 
What then am I? 
| Amidit applauding worlds, 
And worlds celeſtial, is there found on earth, 
| A peeviſh, difſonant, reteilivus ſtring, _ 
Which jars in the grand chorus, & complains! 
Cenſure on thee, Lorenzo? | ſuſpend, | 
And turn it on myſe f; how greatly due! 
All, all his tight; by God ordain'd or done; 
And who, but God,reſum'd thefriends hegave? 
And have I ben compiaining, then, fo long? 
Complaining of his tavours; pain, and death? 
Who withoutpain'sad vice, vonldev*erbegood; 
Who, without deach, hut would be goodinvaiul 
Pain is to fave from pain; aii puniſhment, 
| To maketor peacec;anddeatit fave fromdeathz 
And ſecond death, to gug d immortal lifez 
| To rouſe the careleſ>, the [11'-{UMmptuous awe, 
And turn the tide of fou's another wav; 
By the lame !e:yerneh; divine ordain'd, 1 


: 
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That planted Eden, & high bloom'd for man, 
A fairer Eden, endteſs in the ſkies. 

. gives us friends to bleſs the preſent 

cene; | 

Reſumes them, to prepare us forthe next, 
All evils natural are moraF-gaods ; 
All dicipline, indulgence, on fe whole. 
None are unhappy ; all have cauſe to ſite, 
But ſuch as to themſelves that cauſe deny 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains 
Error, in act, or judgement, is the ſource 
Of endleſs ſighs we fin, or we miſtake ; 
And nature tax, when faiſe opinion ſtings. 
Let impious grief be baniſh'd, joy indulg'd, 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim, 


| Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays, 
t 


lives in vanity and dies in woe. 
oy, ami-iſt ills, corporates, exalts ; 
T is joy ard conqueſt; joy aud virtue too. 
A noble fortitude in ills delights 
Heav'n,carth, ourcelves;'ris duty glory, peace. 
Afﬀiifion is the good man's ſhining ſcene ; 
Proſperity conceals his brighteſt ray 
As night to ſtars, who luttre gives to man. 
Heroes in battle, pilots in the ſtorm, 
And virtue in calamities; admire. 
The crown of manhood is a winter-joy; 
And evergreen that ftands the northern blaſt, 
And dion in the rigour of our fate. 

Tis a prime part of happineis, to know 
How much unhappineſs mult-prove our lot; 
A part which few poſſeſs ! I'll pay life's tax, 
Without one rebel muzmur, from this hour, 
Nor think it miſery to be a man; 

Who thinks it is, ſhall never be a God. 
Some ills we wiſh for, when we with to live. 
What ſpoke p:coud paſſion Pm Wiſh my 
being lo(t !'? 
Preſumptuous! blaſphemous! abſurd land falſe! 
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The triumph of my foul is, — That I am; 

And therefore that I may be. What? Lorenzo! 

Look inward, and look deep; and deeper ſtill; 

Uufathomably deep our treaſure runs 

In golden veins, thro? all eternity! 

Ages, and ages, and ſucceeding ſtill 

New ages, whe this phantom of an hour, 

Why ch courts, each night, dull lumber, for 
repair, 

Shall wake, & wonder, and exult, & praiſe, 

Ard ſly, thro” infinite, and all unlock; 

And (it deſerv'd) by heav*ns redundant love, 

Made half-adorable, itſelf adore : _ 

And find, in adoration endleſs joy 

Where thou, not maſter of a moment here, 

Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale, 

May'ſt boaſt a whole eternity enriched 

With all a kind omnipotence can pour, 

Since Adam fell, no mortal, nninſpir'd. 

Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever ſhall, 

How kind is God, how great (if good) is man, 

No man too largely fromheav'ns love canhope, 

If what is hop'd he labours to ſecure, 

Ii1-?—Theie are none: all gracious ! none 

from thee ; . 

From man ful! many ! num'rous is the race 

Of blackeſtills and thoſe immortal too; 

Begot by madneſs on fair liberty; 

_— daughter, hell-debavch'd ! her hand 
alone 

Unlocks deſtruction to the ſons of men, 

Falt barr'd by thinezhigh wall'd with adamant, 

Guarded with terrors reaching to this world, 

And cover'd with the thunders of thy law; 

Whole threats are mercies, whoſe injunc- 
tions, guides 

Aſſiſting, not reſtraining reaſon's choice 

Wnole ſanctions, unavoidable reſults 

From nature's courſe, indulgently reveal'd z 

It unreveal' d more dang'rous, not leis tures 
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Thus an indulgent father warns bis ſons, 
1 Do this; fly that,” nor always tell» the cauſe? 


Pleas'd to reward, as duty is his will, 
A conduct needful of their own repoſe. 
Great God ot wonders ! (if thy love ſurvey'd, 
Aught &ſ: the name of wonderful retains) 
What rocks are theſe, on which to build our 
; truſt? | 
Thy ways admit no blemiſh ? none I find; 
Or this alone—** That nore is to be found.“ 
Nat one, to ſoften centure's hardy crime; 
Not one, to palliate pecviſh griet's complaint, 
Who, like a demon, urm'ring,from the duſt. 
Dares into judgment call her judge, -Supremel 
For all I hteſs the; moſt for the ſevere; 
Her death-- my own at hand--the ficry gulph, 
That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ; 
It thunders ;—but it thunders to preſerve ; 
It 1 what it ſtrikes; its wholeſome 
| teac 
Averts the dreaded pain: its hideous groans 
Join heavn's ſweet hallelujahs in thy praiſe, 
Great ſource of good alone ! how kind in all ! 
In vengeance kind! pain, death, Gehenna, ſave. 
Thus, in thy world material, mighty mind! 
Not that alone which ſolaces and ſhines, 
The rough & gloomy challenges our praiſe, 
The winter is as needful as the ſpring; 
The thunder as the lun; a ſtagnate maſs 
Of vapours breeds a peſtilenaial air: 
Nor more propitious the favonian breeze 
To nature's health, than purifying forms ; 
The dread volcano miniſters to good, 
Its ſmother'd flames might undermine the 
world. MES oy. 
Loud ZEtnas fulminate in love to man ; 
Comet's good omens are when duly ſcan'd: 
And, in their uſe; eclipſes learn to ſhine, 
Man is reſponſible for ills receiv's ; 
Thole we call wretchrd are a choſen band. 


| 
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Compel'd to refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my lift of bleſſings infinite, (bled.“ 
Stand this the foremoſt, © That my heart has 
*Tis heaven's laſt effort of good-wiil to man; 
Whenpaincan'tbleſs, heav'nquits us in deſpair, 
Who fails to grieve, when juſt occaſion calls, 
Or grieves too much, deſerves not to he bleſs'd; 
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart; 
Reaſon ahſolves the grief, which reaſon ends. 
May heav'n ne'ertruſtmy friendwithhappineſs, 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 
By previous pain; and made it ſafe to ſmile! 
Suchſmilesare mine, andſuchmay they remain; 
Nor hazard their extinction, from exceſs. 
My change of heart a change of ſtyle demands 
The Contolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a convert of my guilty ſong. 

As when o'er-labour'd, and inclin'd to 

breathe, 

A panting traveller, ſome riſing ground. 
Someſmallaſcent, hasgain'd, he turnshimround 
And meaſures with his eye the various vale, 
The fields, woods, meads, &rivers, he has paſt; 
And fatiate of his journey, thinks of home, 
Endear'd hy diſtance, nor affects more toil ; 
Thus I, tho” ſmall, indeed, is that aſccnt 
The muſehas gain'd,review the paths ſhetrodz 
Various, extenſive, beaten but by few: 
And, conſcious of her prudence in repoſe, 
Pauſe ; and with pleaſure meditate an end, 
Tho? till remote; fo fruitful is my theme, 
Thro' many a field of moral and divine, 
The mule has ftray'd; and muchof forrow ſeen 
In human ways ; and much of falſe and vain; 
Which nonewho travel this bad road can miſs, - 
Oer frier ds deceas'd full heartily ſhe wept 1 
Of love divine ad wonders ſhe diſplay'd; (joy; 
Frov'd man immortal; ſhew'd the ſource of 
The grand tribunal rais'dzaſſign'd the bounds 
Of cuman grief: In few ig clole the whole, 
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The moral muſe has ſhadow'd out a ſketch, 
Tho' not in form, nor with a Raphaei-ftroke, 
Of molt our weakneſs needs believe, or do, 
In this our land of travel, and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or proſpect of the ſkies. 
What then remains? Much! much! a 
mighty debt, | (are thnne ? 
To be diſcharg'd : theſe thoughts, O night ! 
From thee they came, like lovers* ſecret ſighs, 
While other, oe. N 2any feign'd) 
In ſhadows veil'd, ſofiſliding from ber ſphere, 
Her thepherd cheer'd ; of her enaraour'd leſs, 
Than I of thee, —And art thou ftill unſung, 
Beneath whoſe brow,and bywhoſe aid, I ſing? 
Immortal filence !—-where ſhall I begin ? 
Where end ? Or how ſteal muſic from the 
To ſooth their goddeſs ? (ſpheres, 
O majeſtic Night! 
Nature's great anceſtor ! Day's elder-born ! 
And fated to ſurvive the trankent fun ! 
By mortals, and immortals, feen with awe ! 
A ftarry crown thy raven brow adorns, 
And azure zone, thy waiſt; cloud+, in heav'ns 


loom 
Wrought thro” varieties of ſhape and ſhade, 
In ample folds of drapery divine, (out, 


Thyflowing mantle formzand heav'n through- 
Voluminouſly pour thy pompous train. 
Thy gloomy 8 (nature's moſt auguſt 
Inſpiring aſpect !) claim a grateful veiſe ; 
And, like a ſable curtain ſtarr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'er my labours palt, ſhall cloſe the 
ſcene. 

And what, O man! fo worthy to be ſung? 
What more prepares. us for thelongsot heav'n? 
Creation of archangels is the theme! 


What, to be ſung, lo needfu! ? What ſo well 


Celeſtial joys prepare us to ſuſtain? 


The ſoul of man, his face deſgn'd to fre, 
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Who gave theſe wonders to be {een by man, 
Has here a previous ſcene of objects great, 
On which to dwell ; to ſtretch to that expanſe 
Of thought, to riſe to that exalted height 
Of admiratian, to contract hat awe; 
And give her whiole capacities that ttrength, 
Which beſt may quality for final joy. 
The more our —— are enlarg'd on earth, 
The deeper draught ſhail theyrece ive of heavn 
Heav'n's king ! whole face unveil'd conſume 
mates bliſs ; 
Redundant blif.! which fills that mighty void, 
The whole creation leaves in human hearts! 
Thou, who didſt touch the lip of Jeſſe's fon, 
Rapt in ſweet contemplation of theſe fires, 
And ſet his heart in concert with the ſuheres? 
While of thy works material the ſapreme 
I dare attempt aſſiſt my daring long, 
Looſe me from earth's 1.cluſue, from the ſun's 
Contracted circle ſet my heart at large; 
Eliminate my ſpirit, give it range X 
Js pravinces of thought yet unexplor'd ; 
each me, by this ſtupendous ſcaffo ding, 
Creation's golden ſteps, to clime to thee. 
Teach me with art great nature to controul, 
And ({pread a luſtre ofer the ſhades of night. 
Feel I thy kind affent ? And thall the fun 
Bie ſcen at midnight, ring in my fong ? 
3 come, and wan ther; thou whoſe 
eart, 
Whoſe little heart is moor'd within a nook, 
Of this obſcure terreſtrial, anchor weigh. 
Another ocean calls, a nobler port; 
I am thy pilot, I thy profp'rou> gale. 
G-infſui thy voyag- 1 yon azure main; 
Main, without tempeſt, pirate, rock, or ſhores 
Andwhenc-: thou may'lt import eternal wealth 
And leave to beggar d minds the pearl & gold. 
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Thou ſtranger to ihe world z thon tour begin 
Thy tour thro' nature's univerfal orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chart at large, 
On ſoaring ſouls, that ſail among the ſpheres ; 
Ardman purblind,if unknown the whole! 
Wh. circles ſpacious earth, then travels here, 
Mall own,' He never was from home before | 
Come, my Prometheus, from thy pointed rock 
Of falſe ambition, if unchain'd, we'll mount: 
We'll innocently ſteal celeſtial fire, 

And kindle our devotion at the ftars ? 


A theft, that ſhall not chain, but ſet the free, 


Above our atmoſphere's inteſtine wars, 
Rain's feuntain- head, the magazine of hail ; 
Above the northern neſts of feather'd ſnows, 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming for 
'That forms the crocked lightning : bove 


cayes 
Where infant tempeſts wait their glowing 


wings, 

And tune — tender voices to that roar, 
Which ſoon, perhaps, ſhall ſhakea guiityworld 
Above miſconſtru'd omens of the ſky, 
.Far-travel'd comet's calculated blaze, 
1 thinkofmore than man 
Thy * , 14 now, contracted, wither d, 

rum, 
Blighted by blaſts of earth's un w holeſome air, 
Wil blofſcm' here; ſpread all ber faculties 
To theſe bright a:dours ; ev'ry pow'r untold, 
And riſe into ſublimities ef thought, 
Stars teach,as well as ſhine. At nature's birth, 
Thus their commiſſion ran Be kind to man” 
Where art thou, poor benighted traveller 
'The n light thee, the' the moon ſhould 


11. 
Where art thou, more benighted! more aſtray! 
In ways immoral ? the ſtars call the back; 


And, if obey d their counſels, ſet thee right 
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This proſpe@ vaſt, what is it? - weigh'd 


aright, 
*Tis nature's ſyſtem of divinity, 
And ev'ry tudent of the night inſpires. 
Tis elder ſcripture, writ by God's own handy 
Scripture authemic ( uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo | with my radius (the rich gift 
Of thought no&turnal !) 11 point out to thee 
Its various leſſons; ſome that may ſurpriſe 
An un-adapt in miſteries of night; 
Little, perhaps, expected in her ſchool 
Nor thought to grow, on planet, or on far. 
Bulls, lions, fcarpions, montters here wefeignz 
Ourſelves mere monſtrous, not to (ee what here 
Exiſts indeed ;—a lecture to mankind. 

What read we here? —Th'exiiteace ofa God? 
Yes ; and of other beings, man above ; 
Natives of either! ſons of higher climes 
And, what may move Lorenzo's wonder more, 
Eternity is written in the ſkies. 

And whoſe eternity ?— Lorenzo, thine ; 
Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alone, 

Virtue grows here; here ſprings the foy*reion 
Of almoſt ev'ry vice ; but chiefly thine; (cure 
Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure defire. 

Lorenzo l thou can ſt wake at midnight too, 
Tho' not on morals bent : amhition, pleaſure! 
Thoſe tyrants I for thee ſo lately fought, 
Afford their harraſs'd flaves but ſlender reſt. 
Thou, to whom midnight is immoral noon, 
And the ſun's no@n-tide blaze, prime dawn of 

day; 
Not by thy climate, but capricions crime, 
Commencing one of our antipodes ? 
In thy nocturnal rove, one moment halt, 
”T wixt ſtage and tage, of riot and cabal; 
And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to lift, 
If bold to mget the face of injur d heav'n) 
To vonder Nars; fer other ends they ſhine, 

A2 Than 
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Than to light cevellers from ſhame to ſhame, 
And, thus, be made accompiices. in guilt. 
Why from that arch, that infinite of ſpace, 

With infinite of lucid orbs replete 

Which ſet the living fir mament on fire, 

At the firſt glance in filuch an overwhelm 
Of wonderful on man's aſtoniſh'd ſight, 

Ruſhes emnipotence ?—to curb our pride; 
Our reaſon rouſe, and lead it to that bow'r, 
Whoſe loveletsdown theſe fil ver chains of I1ght? 

To draw up man's ambition to himtelf, 

Aud bind our chaſte affections to his throne. 

Thus the three virtues, leaſt alive on earth, 
And wel mar ty on heav'n's coaſt with moſt ap- 

Pau e, 

As humble, pure, and heav'nly - minded heart, 

Are herein{pir*d;—and canſt thougaze toolong? 
Nor ſtands thy wrath depriv'd of its reproof, 

Or un-upbraided by this radiant choir, | 
The plannets of each ſiſtem repreſent 
Kind neighbours z mutual amity prevails ; 
Sweet interchange of rays, receiv'd, return'd; 
Eniight'ning, and enlighten'd! all, at once, 
Attracting, and attracted? patriot- like, 

None fins againſt the weltare of the whole; 

But their reciprocal, unſe!fiſh aid, 

Afﬀeords an emblem of millenial love. 

Nothing in nature, much iefs conſcious being, 

Was eder created ſolely for itlelf : | 

Thus man his ſov'reign duty learns in this 

Material picture of benevolence. 

And know, of all our ſupercilious race, 

Thou moſt inflammable; thou waſp of men; 
Man's angry heart, inſpected, would be found 
As rightly ſet, as are the ſtarry ſpheres ? 
"Tis nature's ſtructure, broke by ſtubborn will, 
Breeds all that un-celeſtial diſcord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ? 

Canſttbou deſcend from converſe with the æiesʒ 
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And es ty brothe:'s throat? for what? —2z 
clud ? 
An inch otearth? the plannets cry, ** forbear.'* 
They Goes our d uble darkneſs, nature's 
o0m, g 

And (kinder ſtill ?) our intellectual night. 
And lee, day's amiable fitter ſends | 

Her invitation, in the fot: «it rays 

Ot mitigated luſtre; courts thy nieht, 

Which ſuffers from her tyrant-brother' blaze. 

Night grants thee the full treedum of the ikies, 

Nor rudely reprimands thy litted eye ; 


With gain, and joy, the bribes thee to be wiſe. 


_— opes the nubleſt ſcenes, and ſheds an awe 
Which gives thoſe venerable icene> tullwerght, 
And deep reception, in th' intender'd heart; 
While light peeps thro' the darknets like a ſpy: 
And darkneſs ſhews in grandeur by che light. 
Nor 1s the profit greater than the joy 

If human hearts at glorious objrets glows 
And admiration can inſpire delight. 

What {peak I more, than 1, this m..ment, feel] 
With pleaſing ſtupor firtt the ſou is ruck 
(Supor ordin'd to make her truly wile !) 
Then into tranſport ſtartir g rom her trance, 
With love, and admiration. how ſhe giows | 
This gorgrous apparatus ! this diſplay ! 

This oftentation of creative pow'r ! 

This thea re !-—-what I can take it in? 

By what divine enchantment was it rais'd, 
For minds of the firit magnitude to launch 
In end:efs ſycculation, and adore ? ; 
Que ſun by day, by night ten thouſand ſhine; 
And iight us deep mte the Deity 3 

Huw boundlets in magnificence and might! 
Q wh.t a confluence of etherial fires, (heav'n, 
From uins un-number'd, down the heep of 
Streams 10 à point, and centres i» my tight ! 
Nor tarries there; 1 feel t at my heart. 
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My heart, at once, it humbles, and exa'ts! 
= in duft, and calls it to the ſkies. 

Who fees it unexalted? or unaw'd ? 

Who ſees it, and can ſtop at what is ſeen ? 
Material oftspring of omnipotence ! 
Inanimate, all-animating birth! 

Work worthy him who made it ! worthy praiſe! 
All praiſe! praiſe more than human! nor deny'd 
Thy * divine! but tho man, drown'd ia 


cep, 

Wich- holds his homage, not alone I wake; 
Bright legions ſwarm unſeen, and fing, unheard 
By mortal ear, the glorious architett, 
In this his univerſal temple hung 
With luttres, with innumerable lights, 

That ſhed religion on the ſoul ; at once, 
The temple, and the preacher | O how loud 
It calls devotion ! genuime growth of night! 
_ Devotion ! daughter of aftronomy ! 

An undevout aftroncmer is mad. 
Frue; all things ſpeak a God; but in the ſmall, 
Men trace out him; in great, he ſeizes man; 
Se1xes, and elevates, and w and fills | 
With new enquiries, mid nſſociates new. 
Tell me, ve ſtars ! yeplanets! tell me, all 


Ye ſtarr'd, and planeted,inhabirants! nat is it? 


What are theſe tons of wonder! ſav, proudareh! 
ec whoſe azure palaces they dwell), 
uilt with divine ambition: ! in difllain 

Ot limit build! built in the taſte of heav'n ! 


Vaftceoncave! ampledoom! waſt thoudeſign'd. 


A meet apartment for the Deity?— 


Not ſo; that thought alone thy ſtate impairs, 


Thy lofty finks, and fhallows thy profound, 
And Ktreiyhtens thy diffufive; dwartsthe whole, 
And makes an univerſe an arrery: 

But when I drop mine eye, and look on man 
Thy right regain'd, thy | eas is reſtor d. 
O nature ! wide flies off th' expanding round, 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fu'd, 
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The ſmitten air is hollow'd by the blow ; 
The vaſt diſpofion diſſipates the ciouds; 
Shock'd æ her's billews daſh the diſtant ſkies : 
Thus (but far more) th expanding round flies 


And leaves 2 mighty void, a ſprcious womb, 
Might teem with new creation ; re- inflam' d 
Thy lumina ies triumph, and afſum? 
Divinity themfeives. Nur was it ftrange, 
Mater high-wrought to ſuch ſurpriſing mp, 
Such godiike glory, tole the tyle of god-, 
From ages dark, obtuſe, aud teep'd in ſenſe , 
For, ſure, to ſenſe, they tru y are divine, 
Aud ha f. ab ld idoiatry from guilt ; 

Nay, turn'd it into virtue. Such it was, 

In thoſe, who put fer h all they had of man 


Untott, to lift their thought, nor mounted 


But, weak of wing, on plauets perch' dz (higher; 
and thought 

What was there higheſt, muſt be there ador'd. 

But they how weak, who could no higher 

mount? 

And are there, then, Lorenz ol thoſe, to whom 

Unſeen, and unexiftent are the lame? 

And if incomprehenſible is j in'd, 

Who dare pronounce it madaeſs, to believe ? 

Why has the mighty builder throwa atirie 

All meaſure in his work; ſtretch'd out his line 

Se far, and ſpread amaz-inent o' er the whoie? 

Then (as he took de ight in wide extremes,) 

Deep in the boſom of his univerſe, (man, 

Dropt down that reas'ning mite, that inſect, 

To craw!, and gaze, and wonder at the ſcene? — 

That man might ne er preſuine ty plead amaze - 
ment 

For diſbelief of wonders in himſelf. 

Shall God be leſs iniraculons, than what 

His hand h1s form'd ? ſhall myſteries de end 

From un-my ſterious ? things more elevate, 

Be more familiar? uncreated lie 


rr 
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More obvious than created, to the graſ 
Ot human thought ? the more of wonderful 
Is keard in him, the more we fhauuid aſſent. 
Could we conceive him, God he cou'd not bez 
Or he not God, or we could nut be men. 
A God alone can comprehend a God; 
Man's diſtance how immenſe; on ſuch a theme, 
Know this, Lorenzo! (ſeem it ne*er fo ſtrange) 
Nothing can fatisfy, but what confounds ; 
Nuthing, but what attoniſhes is true. 
The ſcene thou ſeeſt. atteits the truth I fn 
And ev'ry ſtar ſheds light upon thy wed. 
Theie ſtars, this furniture, this coſt of heav'n, 
It but reported, thou hadſt ne'er believ'd ? 
But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 
The grand of nature is th' Almighty's oath, 
In reaſon's court, to ſilence undefief? 
How my mind, op'ning at this ſcene, imbibes 
The moral emanations of the ſkies, 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lels admires! 
Has the great ſuv*reign lenttenthuuſand worlds 
To tell us, he refides above them all, 
In glory's unapproachable receis? 
And dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The ſumptuous, the magnific emhaſly 
A moment's audience? turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would 
impart 
For man's emalument; ſole cauſe that ſtoops 
Their grandeur to man's eye? Lorenzollrouſez 
Letthought, awaken'd, take thehghnir g'swings 
And glance from eaſt toweſt, from pole to pole. 
Who lees, but is confounded, or conviac'd ? 
Renounces reaſon, or a God adores ? 
Mai kind was fent into the world to fee : 
Signt gives the ſcience needful to their peace; 
That obvious ſcience aſks ſmall learning”s aid. 
Wouldſt thou on metaphy fic pinions ſo ar? 
Or wound thy patience amid logic thorns ? 
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Or travel biſtory's enormous round ? 
Nature no ſuch hard tafk injoins; ſhe gave 
A make to man directive of his thought; 
A make fet upright, pointing to the Hare, 
As who ſhould lay, Read thy chief leſſon 
there,” | 
Too late tv read this manuſcript of heav'n, 
3 a parchment- ſcroll, ſnrunk up by 
ames, 
It folds Lorenzo's leſſan from his fight. 
Leſſons how various ! not the God alone 
I fee his miniſters; I fee, diffus'd *© | 
In radiant oc ders, eſſences ſublime, 
Of iarious offices, of various plume, 
I: hrav'nly liverie:, diftinaly, clad, 
Azure, green, purple, pea: |, or downy gold, 
Or all commix'd; they Rand, with wings 
ou ſprrad, | 
Liſt'niug te caich the maſter's leaſt command, 
And fly thru” nature, ere the moment ends! 
Numbers innumerable !—well concerv'd 
By Pagan, and by Chriſtian ! o'er ench ſphere 
Preſides an angel, to di:c& its courſe, 4 
Ard feed, ar fan, its flames; or to diſcharge Þ 
Other high truſts unknown. For who can ſce 
Such pomp of maiter, aud imagine, mind. 
For which alone inarimate was made, ; 
More ſpa: ingly diſyens'd ? that nobler ſon, 
Farliker the great fice!—'tis thus the ſkies 
Infoim u of lupe: iors numberleſs, 
As much, in excellence, above mankind, 
As above carth, in magnitude, the :yheres, 1 
Theſe, as a cloud f witneſſes, hang o'er us; 
In a throng'd theatre are all our derds; 
Perhaps, a thouſand demigods deſcent 
On ev'ry beam we ſee, to waik with men. 
Awftu: reflection | ſtrong reftra nt from ill! 
Yet, here. our virtue finds ſtill tronger aid 
From theſe ethereal g or ies ſenſe ſurveys. (vault # 
Sawething, like magic, ſtrikes from this blue 
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With juſt attention is it view'd ? we feel 

A ſudden ſuecour, un-implor'd, unthought ; 
Nature herſelf does half the work of man. 
Seas, rivers, mountains, forefts, deſerts, rocks, 
The promontory*s height, the depth protound 
Of ſubterranen, excavated grots, (wide 
Black- brow'd, and vaulted high, and yawning 
From natvre's ſtructure, or the ſcoop of time 
If ample of dimenſion, vaſt of ſize, 

E'en theſe an aggrandizing impulſe give; 

Of ſolemn thought enthuſiaſtic heights 

E'en theſe infuſe. - But what of vaſt in theſe? 
Nothing ;—or we muſt own the ſkies forgot. 
Much ſeſs in art. Vain art! thou pigmy-pow'r! 
How doſt thou ſwell, & ſtrut, with human pride 
To ſhew thy littleneſs ! what childiſh toys, 
Thy watry columns ſquirted to the clouds 
Thy baſon'd rivers, and impriſon'd ſeas! . 


Thy mountains moulded into forms of men! | 


Thy hundred-gated capicals ! or thoſe 
Where three days travel left us much to ride; 
Gazing on miractes by mortals wrought, 
Arches triumphal, theatres immenſe, 

Or nodding gardens pendent in mid-air ! 


Or temples proud to meet their gods half-way! 


Yet theſe affect us in no common kind. 

What then the force ef ſuch ſuperior ſcenes ? 

Enter a temple, it will ſtrike an awe : 

What awe from this the Deity has built ? 

A. good man ſeen, tho” filent, counſel gives: 
he touch'd ſpectator wiſhes to be wile : 

n a bright mirror his own hands have made, 

Here we ſee ſomething like the face of God. 

Beems it not then enough, to ſay, Lorenzo! 

To __ abandoned, halt thou ſeen the 

ies? 


; * daring man, he makes her ſacred awe 
hat guard from i113his ſhelter, his temptation 


To more than common guilt, & quite inverts 


And yet, ſo thwarted nature's kind deſign 


_ r 
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Celeſtial art's intent. The trembling ftars 
See crimes gigantic, ſtalking thro' the gloom 
With front ere, that hide their head by day, 
And making night til] darker by their deeds. 
Slumb'ring in covert, till the ſhades deſcend. 
Rapine and murder, link'd, now prowl for prey. 
The miſer earths his treaſure ; and the thicf, 
Watching the mole, half beggars him 'eremorn. 
Now plots, and foul conſpiracies, awake ! 
And,mvMing up their horrors from the moon, 
Havock and devaſtation they prepare, 
And kingdoms tott'ring in the field of blood. 
Now fons of riot in mid-revel rage. 
What ſhall I do? ſuppreſs it ? or proclaim ? 
Why leeps the thunder? Now, Lorenzu! now, 
His beſt friend's couch the rank adulterer 
Aſcends fecure; and laughs at Gods and men. 
Prepeſt'rous madmen, void of fear or ſhame, 
Lay — crimes bare to theſe chaſte eyes of 
ven 
Yet ſhrink, and ſhudder at a mortal's fight. 
Were moon, and ſtars, for villains only made ? 
To guide, yet ſcreenthem, withtenebriouslight? 


= Lan were made to faſhion the ſublime 


uman hearts, and wiſer make the wiſe. 
Thoſe ends were aniwer'd once; when 
mortal liv'd 

Of ſtronger wing, of aquiline aſcent 
In theory ſublime. O how unlike 
Thoſe vermin of the night, this moment ſung, 
Who crawl on earth, and on her venom feed! 
Thoſe ancient ſages, human ſtars ! they met 
Their brothers of the ſkies, at midnight hour; 
Their counſel aſk'd; & hat they aſk", obey d. 
The Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank 
The 2 bowl, and he of Tuſculum, 
Wich him of Corduba (immortal names) 
In theſe unhound:d, and Elyfian, walks, 
An area fit fer Gods, and god- like men, {paths 
They took their nightly round, thro” radiant 


1 
« 
| 
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By Seraphs trod; inſtructed, chiefly, thus, 
To tread in their bright tootiteps here below ; 
To walk in worth itil] 1 ighter than the tkies. 
There they contracted their contempt of earth; 
Of hopes eternal kind;cd, here, the me; 
There, as in ne:r approach, they glow'd, and 
grew 
Great vifitants !) more intimate with God, 
Tore werth to men, more jpyvus to themie! ves. 
Thot various virtu.s, they, with ardour, ran 
The Zodiac of tneir learn d, illuſtrious lives. 
In Chriſtian hearts, O tor a Pagan zeal; 
A needful, but opprobrious pray'r! as much 
urardour leſs, as greater is our light. (ſt ange 
w monitrous this in morals ! ſcarce more 
Would this phenomenon in nature ſtrike, 
A. fun, that — us, or a ftar, that warm'd. 
What t. ughi theſe heroes of the moral world ? 
To theſe thoii git thy praiſe, give credit tuoʒ 
Theſe ag ne'er were penlion'd to deceive 
thee, 
And Pagan tutors are thy taſte. They taught 
That, narrow views betray to miſery ; 
That, wiſe it is tocomprehend the whole: 
That, virtue coſe from nature, ponder'd well, 
The fingle baſe ot virtue buiit to heav'n; 
That, G d, „ d. nature, our atientucau claim; 
That, nature is the glaſs refl Ging God, 
As, by the ica, re Beg is the a 
Too glorious to be zaz'd on in his ſphere ; 
That, mind immortal loves immortal aims; 
That baundleſs mind affetts a bo udleſs ſpace; 
Pha, vaſt ſurveys, apd the ſublime of things, 
The foul aſhmilate, 3nd make her great; 
T nar, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 


| Of in{piration; thus ſpreads gut to man. 
| duch — 


ex doctrines; ſuch the night infpir'd. 
And what more true ? what tuch of greater 


a ps gb | 
The ſoul of man was made to walk the ſkies ; 
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Delightfut outlet of her prifon here ! 
There, difincumber'd from her chains, the 
ties 
Of toys terreſtria!, ſhe can rove at large; 
There, freely can refpire, dilate, extend, 
In full proportion let loofe 711 her pow'rs ; 
And, undeluded, graſp at ſomething great. 
Nor, as a ſtranger, does ſhe » ander there; 
But, wonderful herſelf, thro' wonder ftrays 
Contemplating their grandeur, finds her own ; 
Dives deep in their ceconomy divine, 
Sits high in judgment on their various laws, 
And, hke a niafter, judges not amils. 
Hence greatly pleas'd, & juſtly proud, the foul 
Grows conſcious of her birth celeſtial; breathes 
More life, more vigour, in her native air; 
And fecls hesfelf at home among the ftars ; 
And, teehng, emulates her country's praiſe. 
What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo! 
As earth the body, fince, the (Kies ſuſtain | 
The lou! with food, that gives immortal life, 
Call it, the nobleſt paſture of the mind; 
W hich there expatiates, ſtrengthens, & exults, 
And riots thro” the luxuries of thought. 
Call it, the garden of the Deity, a 
Bioffom'd with ſtars, redurdant in the growth 
Ot fruit ambroſial; moral fruit to man. 
Call it the breaſt · plate of the true high-prieſt, 
Ardegt with gems oracular, that give, 
In points of high: moment, right reſponſe; 
And ill neglected, if we prize our peace. 
Thus, have we found a true aftrology ; 
Thus, have we found a new, and noble ſenſe, 
In which alone ttars govern human fates, 
O that the ſtars (as ſome have f-ign*d) let fall 
Bloodſhed & havock, on embattled realms,* 
And reſcued monarchs from fo black a guilt! 
Bourbon ! this with how gen'rous in a foe ! 


Wouldit thou be great, woulſ thou become 
God, 
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And (tick thy deathleſs name among the ſtars, 
For mighty conqueſts on a needle's point? 
Inftead of forging chains for forcigners, 
Baftile thy tutor: grandeur all thy aim? 


As 2 — en 
How glorious, then, appears the mind o man, 


When in it all the ſtars and planets, roll! 
And what it ſeems, it is; great objects make 
Great minds, enlarging as their vie s enlar 
Thoſe itill more godlike, as theſe more divine. 


And more divine than theſe, thou canftnot ſee. 


Dazz!'do'er-pow'r'd, withthedeliciousdraught 
Of miſcellaneous ſplendors, how I reel (end! 
From thought to thought, inebriate, without 
An Eden, this ! a Paradiſe unloft ! 
I meet the Deity in every view, | 
And tremble at my nakedneſs before him; 
2 that I could but reach 2 of life * 
or here it grows, unguar rom our tafte ; 
Ne flaming ſword — our entrance here: 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 
Lorenzo l much of moral haſt thou ſeen. 
Of curious arts art thou more fond? then mark 
The mathematic glories of the ſkies, 
In number, weight, & meaſure, all ordain'd. 
Lorenzo's boaſted builders, chance, and fate, 
Are left to finiſh his aerial tow'rs ; 
2 & choice, their well-known cha- 
ers 


Here deepimpreſs; and claim it for their own. 
Tho' ſplendid all, no ſplendor void of uſe ; 
Ule rivals heauty; art contends with poaw'r ; 
No wanton waſte amid effuſe expence ; 

The great economiſt adjuſting all 

To prudent pomp, 9 wiſe. 

How rich the proſpect ! and for ever new ! 
And neweſt to the man that views it moſt ; 
For newer ftill in infinite ſucceeds, 
Then, theſe aerial racers, O how ſwift?! 
How the ſhaftlojters from the ſtrongelt ting 
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Spirit alone can diftance the career, 

Orb above orb aſcending without end ! 
Circle in circle, without end, inclog'd ! 
Wheel within wheel; Ezekiel | like to thine ! 
Like thine, it ſeems a vilion, or a dream; 
'Tho' ſeen, we labour to believe it true 
What involution ; what extent; what fwarms 
Of worlds, & laugh at earth!immenſely great! 
Immenſely diftant from each others ſpheres ! 
What then, the wond'rous ſpace ihre which 
' they roll ? 

At once it quite ingulphsall human thought; 
«Tis comprehenfions abſolute defeat. 

Nor think thou ſeeſt a wild diſorder here; 
Throꝰ this illuftrious chaos to the fight, 
Arrangement neat, and chaſteſt order, reign, 
The path prefcrib'd inviolably kept, 
Upbraids the lawleſs ſallies of mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 
What knots are ty'd how ſoon are they diſ- 


folv'd, 

And ſet the feem'd married planets free 
They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Contufion unconfus d; nor leſs admire 

is tumult untumuſtuous; all on wing! 
In motion, all ! yet what profound repoſe ! 
What fervid action, yet no noiſe ! as aw'd 
To filence, by the preſence of their Lord ; 
Or huſh'd by his command, in love to man, 
And bid let fall ſoft beams on human reſt, 
Reftlefs themſelves. On yon czrulean plain, 
In exultation to their God, and thine, 
They dance, they fing eternal jubilee, 
Hternal celebration of his praiſe. 
But, fince their ſong arrives not at our ear, 
Their dance perplex d exhibits to the ſight 
Fair hieroplyphic of his peerleſs pow'r. 
Mark, how the labyrinthian turns they take, 
The circles intricate, and myftic maze, 


Weave the grand cypher of omnipgtence 
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To Gods, how great ! how legible ro man ! 
Leaves ſo much wonder greater wonder ſtill? 

Where are the pillars that ſupport the ſkies ? 

What more than Atlantean ſhoulder props 

Th' incumbent load? what magic, what 

ſtrange art, 

In flaid air theſe pond*rous orbs ſuſtains ! 

Who would pet think them hung in golden 

chains ?— 

And fo they are; in the high will of heav'n, 

Which fixes all; makes adamant or air, 

Or air of adamant ;z makes all of nought, 

Or nought of all; if ſuch the dreed decree. 
[magine from their deep foundations torn 

The moſt gigantic ſons of earth, the bad 

And tow'ring Alps all toſt inte the ſea; 

And, light as down, or volatile as air, 

Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves, 

In time, and meaſure, exquiſite; while all 

The winds. in emulation of the ſpheres, 

Tune their ſonorous inſtruments aloft ; 

The concert ſwell, and animate the ball, 

Would this appear amazing ? what, then 

worlds, 

In a far thinner element ſuſtain'd, 

And acting the ſame part, with greater ſkill, 

More rapid movement, and for nobleſt ends? 
More obvious ends to paſs, are not theie ſtars 

The ſeats majeſtic, proud imperial thrones, 

On which angelic delegates of heav'n, 

At certain periods, as the lov*reign nods, 

Diſcharge high - truſts of vengrance, or of love 

To cloathe, in outward graudeur, grand detign 

And atts moſt folemn ſlill more ſolemnize ? 
Ye citizens of air | what ardent thanks, 

What full effulon of the grateful heart, 

Is due from man 5 ſuch a fight! 

A ſight fo noble! and a fight ſo kind! 

It drops new truths at ev'ry new ſurvey 3 


Feels not Lorenzo fomething ſtir within, 


7 
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That ſweeps away all period? as theſe ſpheres 

Meaſure duration, they no leſs inſpire 

The like nope of ages withous end. 

The ”_ pace, thro which theſe covers 
tak : 

Their reitieſs roam, ſuggeſts the fitter=thought 

Of doundieſ. time. Fhusby kinidnature”- (kill, 

To man un -lab-ur'd, that important gueit, 

Eternity, finds entrance a: the fight; 

And an eternity, for man ordained, 

O: theſe bus d-ftin'd midnight counſellors, 

The ftars had never whiſper'd it to man, 


Nature informs but ne'er inſults, her fons. 


Could ſhe then kindle the molt ardent wiſh 
To diſappoint it? — that is blaſphemy. 
Thus, of thy creed a ſecond article, 
Mumentous, as the exiſtence of a Gd, 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought z 
And thou may*| read thy ſu immortal, here. 
Here, then, Lorenzo! on theſe glories dwell ; 
Nor want the guilt, illuminated rut, 
That calls the wretched gay to dark delights. 
Aſſemblies ?— This is one divine y bright; 
Here,un-endanger'd in health, weal h, or fame, 
Range thro” the faireft, and the Sultan (corn, 
He, wile as thou, no creicent holds lo fair, 
As that, which on his turban awes a world; 
And thinks the moon is proud wo copy him. 
Look on her, and gain more than world's 
can give, 
A mind ſuperior to the charms of pow'r 
Thou why ww; in deluſions of this lite ? 
Can yondes moon ture ocean in his bed, 
From fi.ie, to ice, in conſtant ebb, and flow, 
And pu ity frem tterch his watry realins ? 
And tails ner moral uifluence? wants the power 
To turn Lorenzo's ttubborn tide uf thought 
From ttagnating on earth's infected ſhure, 
Aad purge from nuiſance his corrupted heart? 
Fails her attraction when it draws to heaven 
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Nay, and to what thou valu'ſt more, earth's 


jay 2. 
dads eee and panting for unſeen, 
And defecate from? ſenſe, alone obtain 
Full reliſh cf exiſtence un-deflower'd, 
The life of life, the zeſt of worldly bliſs. 
All elſe on earth amounts—to what ? to this: 
Bad ts be ſuffer d; bleſſings to be left, 
Berth's richeſt inventory boalts no more. 

Of higher ſcenes, be, then, the call obey d. 
O let me gaze!—Of gazing there's no end. 
Olet me think Thauꝑht tos is wilder'd heie; 
In midway flight imagination tires ; 

Yet ſoon rteprunes her wings io ſoar anew, 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain: 
So great the pleaſure, fo profound the plan 
A banquet this, where men and angels meet, 
t the ſame manna, mingle eatth & heav'u. 
ow diftant ſome of theſe nocturnai ſuns ! 
So diſtant (lays the age), twere not abſurd 
To doubt, i ms, let out at nature's birth, 
Are yet arriv'd at this ſo foreign world? 
Tho' nothing, half ſo rapid as theic fli ht. 
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll, 
And roll for ever ; who can fatiate fight 
In ſuch a ſcene? in fuch an ocean wide 
Of * aſtoniſhment? Where depth, height, 
reath, 
loſt in their extremes; & where to count 
he thick-ſfown glories in this field of fire, 
Perhaps a ſeraphs computation fails. 
N. w go ambition | boatt thy boundleſs might 
In conqueſt, o'er the tenth part of a grain, 
And yet Lorenzocalls for miracles, 
To give his cott'ring faith a fold baſe. 
Why call fur leſs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no novice in theolugy ; 
What is a miracle ?—"Tis a reproach, 
"Tis an impucit fatire on mankind ; 


And While it fatisfies, it cenſurks tuo. 
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To common: ſenſe, great nature's courſe pro- 
A Deity: when mankind talis afleep, (claims 
A miracle is tent, as an alarm, ; 
To wake the world, and prove kim.o'eragaing 
By recent argument, but got more ſtrong. 
Say, which imparts more plenitude of pow'r, | 
2 nature's laws to fix, or to repeal ? | 
o make a ſun, or ſtop bis mid-career ? 
o cquntermand his orders, and lend back 
he fuming courier to the frighted Eaſt, 
Warm'd, and aſtoniſli d, at his evening ray? 
Or bid the moon as with her journey ws, 
In Ajalon's ſoft, flow'ry vaie repoſe? 
_” things are thc ſe ; itil} greater to create. 
rom Adam's bew's lock down thro' the 

5 whole train 
Of miracles :—Keſiitleſs is their pow's ? 
They do not, cannot more amaze the mind,” 
Than this, call'd un-miraculous furvey, 

If duly weigh'd, if rationally ſeen, 

It feen with human eyes. The brute indeed, 
Sees nought but ſpangles here; the fool no 
| more. 

Say'ſt thou, „The courſe of nature governs 
The courſe of nature is the art of God. (all?“ 
The miracles thou call't tor, this atteſt; 

For ſay, could natu e nature's courte contraul? 

But, miracles apart, wh» ſees nimm not, 
Nature's controuler, author, guide, and end? 
Wno turns his eye on nature's midnicht face, 
But muit inquire What handbehindtaisſcene 
„ Whatarmalmightypu: theſe wheeling globes 
&« In motion, and wound ip the vaſt machine? 
„Who tounded in his palin ihetefpaciouscrbs 
% Who bowl'4 them fliming thro' the dark 
profound, 

« Num'rousa> gliit'ring gemsof morning dew 
&« Or ſparks tram povulous cues in a blaze, 

4% And let the boſon of oid uight on fire ? 

4 Peoplod her deſert 6s made horror mile!“ 


X 
% Appoints their poſt, their marc an 
| 44 Punctual, at ſtated periods ? who dighands 
| © 'Thefe ver'ran troops, their final duty done, 


| 


: 
: 
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names? 


4% If eber dishanded!” - He whoſe potent word, 


Like the loud trumpet, levy'd firſt their pow'rs, 


In night's inglorious empire where they ſlept 

In oy darkneſs ; arm'd them with fierce 
4mes, 

Arrangu'd, and diciplin'd, and cloath'd in goldʒ 

And c3li'd them — of chaos to the fieid, 

Where now they war with vice and unbelief. 


0 let us join this army ! joining theſe, 


Will give us hearts mtrep4d, at that hour, 
When brighter flames (111 cut a darker night; 
When theſe ſtrong demonſtrations of a Gd 
Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their 
ſpheres, 

And one eternal curtain cover all! 

Struck at that thought, as new-awak'd, I lift 
A more enlighten' eye, and read the ſtars, 
To man ftill more propitious and their aid 
he* guiltleſs of idolatry) implore ; 
or longer rob them of their nobleſt name. 
O ye dividers of my time! Ye bright 
Accomptants of my days, and months and 


Js your fair calender diftioly mark's! 


Since that avthentic, radiam regilter, (him; 


Tho' man ĩnſpects it nor, ſtands againſt 

Since you, andvears, roll on, tho man sſtillz 

Teach me my days to number, and apply 

My t'embling heart to wiſdom ; now beyond 

1 "Renee — for fooling wn 8 
mooths our path to pruden ee: ſweeps ahde 

The — keen appetite and pal 


Night IX. 


Or, if the military ttyle delights thee, 
(Fur ftars h. ve fought their battles, teagu'd 
| man 


« Who 2 this bright hoſt? enrols their 


on ſpread 
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| To catch ſtray fouls;and woe to that greyhead, 

Whoſe folly would urdo, what age has done? 

Aid, then, aid, all ye ſtar*!Much rather, thou, 

Great artiſt ! thou, whoſe finger ſet aright 

This exquiſite machine, with all its wheels, 

{ Tho' intervolv'd, exaQ; and pointing out 

| Life's rapid and irreceverable flight, 

With ſuch an index fair as none can miſs, 
Who lifts an eye, nor fleeps till it is clos'd. 
Open mine eye, dread Deity ; to read : 
| The tacit doctrine of thy works to fee 
Things as they are, unalter'd thro” the glaſs 
Ot worldly wiſhes, Time, eternity! 

(La theſe, miſ-meaſur'd, ruin all mankind} 
Set them before me; lei me lay them both 
Jn equal ſcale, and learn their various weight. 
Let time appear a moment, as it is; 

And let eternity's full orb, at once, 

Turn on my foul, and itrike it into heav'n. 

When hall I ce far more than charms menow? 
; Gaze on creation's model in thy breait 
' } Unveil'd, nor wonder at the tr:nſcript more? 
When, this vile, foreign, duſt, whichſmothersall 

That travel earth's deep tale, (hail I hake off? 
| When ſhall my ſoul her incarnation quit, 
And, re- adopted to thy ble embrace, 

* Obtain her apotheoſis in thee! _ 

Doſt think, Lorenzo! this iswand*r ingwide} 

No, tis direcily ſtrik ing at the mark; 

N 


To wake thy dead devotion was my point; 

And how I bleſs night's conſecrating ſhades, 
Which to a temple turns an univefrle ; 

Fill us with great ideas, full of heav'n, 

And antidote the peftilertal earth 

In ev'ry ſtorm that either frowns, or falls, 

What an aſylum has the joul in pray's ! 

And what a fane is ths, in which to pray ! 
and what a God mut dwell in ſuch a lane! 

O what a genius mut inform the fries! 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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And is Lorenzo's ſalamander heart 

Cold and untouch'd, amid theſe ſacred fires ? 
O ye nocturnal tparks l ye glowing embers, 
On heav*ns broad hearth ! who burn, or burn 

no more: 
Who blaze, or die, as great Jehovah's breath 
Or blows you, or forbears ; aſſiſt my ſong 3 
Pour your whole influence; exorciſe his heart, 
So long poſſeſt; and bring him back to man. 
And is Lorenzo a demurrer ſtill ? 
Pride in thy part provokes thee to conteſt 
Truths, Which, conteſted, put thy parts to 
ame. 

Norſhame they more Lorenze's headthenheart: 
A faithleb heart huw deſpicably ſmall ! 

Too trait, aught great, or gen'rous,tg receive! 
Fill'd withan atom ld & foul'd with felt ! 
And felt miftaken | felt, that laſts an hour! 
Inſtincts and pathons, of the nobler kind, 

Lie ſuffocated there, or they alone, 
Reaſon apart, vouldwake high hope; and open 
To raviſh d thought, that intel lectua ſphere, * 
ö order, viſuom, goodneſs, providence, 

eir endleſs miracles of love diſplay, 

And promile all the truly great defire. 

The mind that would be happy mutt be great; 
Great, in its wiſhes, great in its ſurveys. 
Extended views a narrow mind extend; 

Puſh out its corrugite, expanſive make, 

W hicherelong, more hanpianetsihailembrace, 
A man of compaſs makes a man ot worth; 
Divine contemplate, ind become divine. 

A man was made br glory, and tor bliſs 
All-littlenefs is in appioath to woe; | 
Open thy boſom, ſet thy wiſhes wide, 

And let in manhood, le in happi eis; 
Admit the boundleſs thatre of thought 
From nothing,up-toGod; which makes aman. 
Jake God from nature, zothing great is left 
Man's mind is in a pit, ad nothing fees 5 
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Man's h-art is in a jakes, and love the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound; erect thine cye 
See thy diſtreſs | how cluſe art thou beſieg 1 
Beſieg d by nature, the proud ſcepric's tos ! 
Inclos'd by theſe innumerable worlds, 
Sparkling conviction on the darkeſt mind, 
As in a golden net of providence, 
How art thou caught, lure captive of belief | 
From this thy bieſt captivi y, what art, 
What blaſphemy to reaſon, ſets thee free? 
This ſcene is heav'n's indulgent violence: 
Canft thou bear up againſt his tide of glory? 
What is earth boſom d in theſe ambient orbs, 
But, faith iu Cd imposg'dand prefs'd on man? 
Dar'ſt thou ill Litigaie thy deſp rate cauſe, 
dpite of theſe numerous, awful, witveſſes, 
And doubt the diſpoſition of the ſkies ? 
O how Jaborious is hy way to tun? 
Laborious ? tis impracticable quite? 
To fink beyond a doubt, in this debate, 
With ail his weight of wiſdom, and of will. 
And crime flagitious, I defy a tool. 
Some wiſh they did ; but no man di believes 
God is a ſpirit ; ſpirit cannot ſtrike | 
Theſe grote material o gans: God by man 
As much is ſeen, as man a God can fee, 
In theſe atoniſhing exploits of power, 
What order, beauty, motion, diftance, ſize ! 
Concertion of deſigu, how exquiſite 
How conplicate, iu their divine police! | 
Apt means? great ends! conſent to gen'ralgood! 
Each attribute of theſe material Gods. 
So long (and that with ſyecious picas) ador'd,: 
A tepai ate couguelt gains o'er rebel thought; 
And leads in triumph the whale mind of man, 
Lorenzo! this may ſeem, barangue to thee; 
Such all is apt to ſeem, that thwarts aur will. 
And dof thou, then, demand a imyle proof 
Ot this great maſter- moral of the fries! = 
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Unskill'd or diſ-inclined, to read it there? 
Since tis the baſis, and all drops without it, 
Take it, in one compact, unbroken chain. 
Such proof infifts on an attentive air ; 

Till not make one amid a mob of thoughts, 


And, for thy notice, ſtruggle with the world. 


Retire; the world ſhut out;—thy thoughts 
1 call home . 
magination's airy wing repreſs 
Lok as thy ſenſes — no paſſion ſtir; 
Wake all to reaſon ; let her reign alone; 
Then, in thy ſoul's deep filence, and the depth 
| Of nature's filence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As I have done; and ſhall enguire no more. 
In nature's channel, thus the queſtions run. 
on 2 I? and from hence? I nothing 
know, 
* But that I am; and, fince I am, conclude 
«© Something eternal: hadthere e erbeennought. 
% Nought ffill had been; eternal there mutt be. 
« But what eternal? — hy not human race? 
« And Adam's anceftors without an end ?— 
% That's hard to be conceiv'd, ſince ev'ry link 
* Of that long-chair'd ſucceſſion is fo frail ; 
«© Can ev'ry part depend, ad not the whole? 
« Yet grant it true; new difficulties riſe ; 
4% I'm ttill quite out at ſea ; nor ſee the ſhore, 
4% Whence earth, and theſe bright orbs ?— 
« eternal too Þ— 
« Grant matter was eternal; ſtill theſe orhbs 
4 Would want fome other father much 
« delign EG 
* Is ſeen in all their motions, all their makes; 
« Defign implies intelligence, and art: * 
6 That can't be from themielves—or manz that 
& Manſcarcecancomo- chend,cauldmanb-ftow, 
4% And nothing greater, yet allow'd,ghan man. 
% Who, motion, foreign to the ſmallett grain, 
% Shot thro' vait maſſes of enormous werght? 
Wi o bid brute matter's reſtive lamp alſume 
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« Such various forms, and gave it wings to fl.? 

% Has matter innate motion? then each atom, 

% Aſſerting its indiſputable right 

4 To dance, would form an univerſe of duſt: 

% Has matter none? then whence theſe glo- 
© rious forms, 

„ And boundiefſs flights, from ſhapeleſs, and 
© repos'd ? 

1% Has matter morethan motion?has it thought, 

Judgement, and genius? is it deeply learn'd 

« in mathematics! has it fram'd ſuch laws, 

« Whichbuttogueſs, aNewton made immortal 

« If to, how each f1geatom laughs at me, 

« Who think a clod inferior to a man ? 

If art to toom; and counſel, to conduct; 

% And that with greater far, than human f1!; 

% Reſidesnotin each block; —4 godheadreigns, 

« Grant, then, inviſible, eternal, mind; (that 

% That prantec, all is folv'd.—But, racing 

« Draw I not o'er me a ſtill darker cloud ? 

©« Grant I not that which l can ne'er canceive? 

% A being without origin, or end) 

© Hail, human liberty ? there is no God— 

% Yet, why?on either ſchemethat knotſuhſiſts: 

« gubſiſt it muit, in God, or human race; 

« If in the lat, how many knots beſide, 

4% Indiſſoluble all ?-why choote it there, 

«© Where choſen, ſtil! ſubſiſtten thuuſandmore? 

« RejeRt it, where, that choſen, all the reſt 

4% Diſpers d, leave reaſon's whole h riz ncleat? 

& This is not reaſonꝰs dictate; reaſon ſays, 

« Cloſe with the file where one grain turns 
«« the ſcale; 

1% What valt preponderance is here; can reaſon 

« With louder voice exclaim—be.icve a God? 

« And reaſon heard, is the ſole mark af man. 

« Whatthings imp: flible mutt man think true, 

«© On any other iyſtem: and how ſtrange | 

« To diſbelieve, — 0s ered uluy? 


If, 
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It, in this chain. Lorenzo finds no fl.w, 
Let it for ever bind him to bein t. 
And where's the link, in which a flaw h- finds? 
And, it a God there is, that Gd how great! 
How Zilent thai power, whoſe providentia! care 
Thro* the ſe bright or1bs' dark centres darts a 

ray? | 
Of an univerſal threads the whole ? 
And hangs creation, like a precious gem, 
Tho! tittle, on the tootftool of his throne? 

That little gem, hoo large a weight jet tall 
From a fixt (tar, in ages can it reac 
This diltant earth? ſay then, Lorenzo; where, 
Where ends thismightybuiiding? where, begin 
The {burbs of creation; where the wall 
Whoſe battiement lock o'er into the vale 
Of non-exitt:nce? ncthing's ſtrange abode ? 
Say, at what point of your Jehovan dropp'd 
His flacken'd line, and laid his balance by 
Weigh'dworld:,and meaſur'd infinite, nomo &? 
Where, fears his terminating pillar high 
Its extra mundane head ? and ſays, to gods, 
In characters illuſtrious as the ſun, 


Iſtand, the plan's proud period;Ipronounce 


1 he work accompliſh' d hecteationclos'd: 


She u, all ye god :? nor ſhout, ve god: alone; 
Of all that lives, or, if devuid of lite, 
That reſis or rolls, ye heights, and depths, 


reſo und! 


Refound? refound? ye depths, and heights 


. Refound ! 


Hard are thoſe queſtions ;—anſwer harder 
Is this the ul exploit, the tingle birth, (itil, 
The ſolitary fon of pow'r divine? 

Or has th' Almighty Father, wi.h a breath, 

] mpregnated the wemb of diſtaut ſpace ? 
His he not b'd, in various provinces, 
Rrother creations the dark bowels buck 
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Of night primeval ; barren, now, no mare Þ 
And he (he central lim, tranſpiercing atl 
Thole giant- generations, which dilp art, 
And dmc, as motex, in his meridian rav; 
That ray withdrawn, benighted, or able b'd, 
In that abyfs ot horror, whence they Iprungz 
While chaos triump's, repufſeit of ail 
Rival creation raviſhed from its throne ? 
Chaos ! of nature, buth the womb, and grave? 
Think'it thou, my icheine, Lerenzo, ſu ead a 
too wide ? 
Is this extravagant —No; this is juit ; 
Jult, in conjectute, tho“ twere falſe in fact. 
Lt "tis an error, tis an error ſprung ö 
From noble root, high thought ofthe molt-high. 
But wherefore error ? who can prove it luch ? 
He that can ſet annipotence a bound, 
Can man conc2ive beyond what God can do 
Nothing, but quite impoſſib e, is hard. 
He lummons into being, with like cate, 
A whole creation, and a hngle grain. 
Speaks he the wordla thoutand worlds are horn 
A thuuland world> ? there's ſpace for millions 
more! 
And in what ſpace can his great fat fail ? 
Condemn me not, cald critic! but indulge 
The warm imagination ! why condemn ? 
Why not indulge ſuch thoughts, as ſwell our 
Wich fuller admiration of that pow'r, (nearts 
Wito gives our hearts with ſuch high thoughts 
to twell ? 
Why rot indu'ge in his augmented praiſe? 
Darts not his giory a ſtili braghrer rav. 
The leis is Jeft to chaos, ani the realms 
Of hideous night, where fancy ftrays aghaſt x 
And, tho' molt talkative, makes no report? 
Still ſcems my thought enormous?thinkagaig? - 
Experience ſelf ſhall aid thy lame helicE, 
Glaſſes (that reyelation to the ght) 
N s Hare 


— . —ꝛ 
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Have they not led us in the deep diſcloſe 

Of fine- ſpun nature, exquiſitely ſinall, 

And, tho' demonſtrated, fill ill-concerv'd ? 
If then, on the reverſe, the mind wonld mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
To ke p the balance, and creation poiſe ? 
Defect alone can err on ſuch a theme; 


| What is too great, if we the cauſe ſurvey ? 
| Stupendon« architect! thou, thou art all 
Mx ſoul flies up and down in thoughts of thee, 


And finds herſelf but at the centre {till ; 


am, thy nume ! exittence, all thine own ! 
Creation's nothing; flatter'd much, if tyPd 
„% The thin; the ſleeting atmoſi here of God.” 

O fur the voice—:f what ? of whom?— what 
Can anſwer tomy wants, in ſuch aſcent — 
As dares to deem one nniverſe too ſmall ? 


Tell me, Lorenzo! (for now fancy glows, 


Fir*d in the vortex of atmighty pow'r 
I« not this home creation, in the map 
Of univerſal nature, as a ſpeck, 

Like fair Britannia in our little ball ; 


| Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its fize, 


But,elſewhere,far out meaſured, far outſhone? 
In Fancy (tor the fact beyond ns lies) 

Canſt thou not figure it, an ifle, alm ſt 

Too {mall for notice, in the vaſt of being; 
Sever'd by mighty ſeas of unbnilt ſpace, 
From other realms ; from ample continents 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 
Leſ northern, lefs remote from Deity, 
Going beneath the line of the ſupreme ; 


Where ſouls in excellence make haſte, put forth 


, 


Luxuriant growths ! nor the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripen ſoon to Gods ? 


Yet why drown fancy in ſuch depths as thæte? 


Return, preſumptuous rover! aad conteis 


The bounts of may z nor blame them, as too 


; 


- 


ſmall. 
Enjoy we uot full ſcope in what is foam? 
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Full ample the dominions of the fun! 
Full glorious to behold ! how far, how wide, 
This matchleſs monarch, from his flaming 

throne, 
Laviſh of luſtre, throws his beams about him, 
Farther, and faiter, than a thought can fly, 
And feeds his glanets with eternal fares ! 
This Heliopolis, by greater far, 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built z 
And he alone, » ho built ii, can deſtroy. 
Beyond this city, why ftrays human thought? 
One wonderful, enough fo: man to k ow! 
One infinite, enough tor man to lange 
One firmament, enough f ma to read! 
O what volummous inſtructien here ! 
What page of wiſdom is deny'd him? none; 
If learning hi* chief ieffon makes him wile. 
Nor is inftru&ion, here, our only gain; 
There dwcl's a noble pathos in the ſkies, 
Which warms our paſſions, prolciytes our 
hearts. 
How eloquently ſhines the glewing pole 
With what authority it gives its cuarge, 
Remonſtrating great truths in ſtyle ſublime, 
Tho? filent, loud ! heard earth around; above 
The planets heard; and not unheard in hell; 
Hell has her wonder, tho' too proud to praiſe. 
Is eaith, ther, more interna! ? has ſhe thole, 
Who neither praiſe (Lorenzo !) nor admire F 
Lorenzo's admiration, pre-engag'd, 

Ne'er aſk'd the moon one q eftion ; uever held 
Lealt correſpundence with a fangle ſtar; 
Ne'er rear d an altar to the queen of heav'n 
W :iking in brightneſs ; or her train adar'd, 
Their ſublunary rivals have * ii nce 
Engroſs'd his whole devotion ; ars malign, 
Which made their fond aſtronomer run mad 
Dar ken his intellect, corrupt his heart; | 
Cavie him to ſacrifice his tame ani! 
To momentary madnel:, call'd delight, 
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Idclater, more grofs than ever kiſed 
The lit ed hand to Luna, or pour'd out 
The Hood to Jouve -O thou, o whom belongs 
Ali ſaciitice 0 thou great Jove unfeign'd) 
Divine inſtructor! thy firſt volume thts, 
Fo. man's pcruftal z all in capitals! 
In moon & ſtars (heawn's golden alphabet!) 
Emblaz'dtoſeize the fight; who runs may fend; 
Who reads, can under {tand. Tis uncenfin'd 
To Chriſt an land, or jewry ; fairly wit, 
In lanę vage univerſal, to mankind: 
A language, lofty to the learn'd ; yet plain 
Tothote: hat feed the Bock, or guide thepiough, 
Or trom its huſk, ftrik. out the bounding gram. 
A language, woithy the great mind that ſpeaks) 
P: eface at d comment, to the tac: ed page 
Which oft refers its reader to the ſkies, 
As pre-fuppohng his firtt lefſon there, 
And icriprure i-1t a fragment, that unread. 
Stupendous book of wiſdom, io the wile ! 
Siupendous bock! & open'd, night! by thee, 
By thre much opened, I cont. 1s, O night 
Vet more 1 wiſh ; but how Thaii 1 prevail ? 
Say, gentie night! whoſe modeſt, maiden 
Give us a new creation, and preſent (beams 
The world's great picture fotten'd to the tight; 
Nay, kinder far, far wore indulgent itili, 


Say, thou, whole mind dominion's ſilver key 


Dulocks dur hemilphere, and fets to view(day 
Worlds beyond number; world's cunceal'd oy 
Behind the proud, and enyious ſtar of noon ! 
Cantt thou nat draw a deeper ſcene ? & ſhew 
The mighty potentate, to whom belong 

T hef> rich rega ia pompoutly diip:ay'd 

To kindle that high hape like bin of Uz, 
I gaze around ; I fearch on ey"; y hide— 

O tur a ghmptc of him my {out adorrs ! 

As the chac'd hart, amid the detart wile, 
Pants for the living ſtream : for him who 
made her, 


WM, = en gry ity got 
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$2 pants the thirity foul, amid the blank 
Of fublunary joys. * Say, goddeſs! where? 
Where biazes his bright court? „here burns 
his throne ? 
Thou know'H; for thou art near him; by thee 
round 
H's grand pavilion, ſnered fame repor's, 
he {ible curtain drawn, It not, can none 
Ot thy fair daught-r-train, fo twitt of wing ; 
Wh travel far, diſcover where h- dwelis ? 
A |tar his dwe ing pointed out below, 
Ye P.crades | Ardturns ) Monarch ! 
And thou, Onion ot ill Kiener eye | 
Sy ve, who guide the »ilder din he wives, 
And bring in mutet tems eit into port! (hi? 
On whic- haud mult l bend my courſe to find 
TT k. te courtiers keep the feces of th ir kg 
I wakewhole nights, iu vaingto Real it fromthem 
] wake; and, wiki:'g, chnba:gnt's radiant 
{cale, | 
From ſphere to ſphere; the Reps by nature ſet 
For man's aſcent; at ct to tempt and aid; 
Tot:mpt his eye, aud id us tow'ringthoughtg 
Till it arrives at the great goal of all. 
In ardent contemp on's rapid car, 
From earth, as fro r my barrier, I fet ont, 
How iift 1 mount! diminith'dearih recedee; 
I pafs the moon; and, from her tarther fide, | 
Piel ccheav'u's blue curtainziiiike into remote; 
W bere, with his lifted tubhegthe lubtile tage, 
His wiificial, airy pourne) takes, ; 
Ad to crteſtial lengihens hum +1 fight, 
] paule at ev'ry plauci vn my road. 
An atk tor him who gives their orbs ta roll, 
Thewtorcheadsfairrocfh ne. fromSuturn'>ring, 
In which, cf earths an army might h- ot. 
Wich the lol CGinet, take my Old fight, 
Amid chor tov rewn wo ie; of the Kies, 
* 
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Of independent, native luſtre, proud ; 

The fouls of ſyſtems! and the lords of life, 
Thro their wide empi: es!/—what behold I now? 
A wilderneſs of worders burning round; 
Where larger ſums inhabit higher ſpheres ; 
Perhaps the villas of deſcending gods 
Nor halt it here; my toil is but begun; 
Tis but the threſhold of the Deity, 
Or, far beneath it, I am groveling itil). 
Nor is it ſtrange; 1 built on a mittake; (ſought 
The grandeur of his works, whence fol! y 
For aid, to reaſon ſets his glory higher; 
Who buiit thus higher tor worms (mere 

worms to him; 
O where, Lorenzu! muſt the builder dwell? 
Pauſe then; aud for amoment, here re{pire-- 

I human thought can krep its (tation here. 
* Where am I —where is earth ?—Nay where 

art thou, | 

O jun?—15s the ſun recluſe >—and are 

His boaſted expeditions ſhort to mine? 
To mine, how ſhort! on nature's alps | ſtand, 
And fee a thouland firmaments beneath ! 

A thouſand ſyſtems ! as a thouſand grains! 
So much a ſtranger, and ſo late arriv*d 
How can man's curious ipirit not enquire, 
What are the natives of this wer d ſubiime, 
Ot this ſo foreign, un-terreſtrial ſphere, 
Where mortal, untrarflated, never ſtray'd? 

O ye, as diſtant from my little home, 

© As jwifieſt fun-beams in an age can fly! 
Fat from my native element I roam, 
* In queſt ot new, and wonderful, to man, 
*«©W hat province this, of his immenſe domain. 
{ **Whom all vbey+? or mortals here, or gods? 
«Ye bord'rers on thecealts of blif>! what are 
„ 
A colony from heav'n? or, only rais'd, 
„By #reqnent viſit tiom heav' us neighbouring 
realms, 
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© To ſecondary goods, and haif-divine ?— 

«© Whate'er your nature, this is paſt diſpute, 

% Far other life you live, far other tongue 

« you talk, tar other thaught, perhaps you 
« think, (Gud ! 

« Than man. How various are the works of 

„ Butſay, whatthought?iveaſonhereenthron'd, 

„% And abſolute? ye ſenſe in arms againſt he: ? 

„Have ygutwo light ?or need you no reveal d? 

« E: joy your happy realms their golden age? 

„ And had your Eden an abſtemiuvus Eve; 

« Our Eve's fair daughters prove their 

« vedigree, 

„And aſk their Adams—'*Who would nat be 
«« wile ? 

« Or, it your mother fell, are you redeem*'d ? 

« And it fedeem' d —is your redeemer fcorn'd, 

s this your final reſidence ? if not, (death? 

© Change you your ſcene, tranſlated? or by 

« And if by death; what death? know you 
diſcaſc ? 

&* Or harrid war ? with war, this fatal hour, 

1% Europa zroans (to call we a (mall field, 

« Where kings run mad). In our world, death 
„ deputes 

% Tntemperance to do the wor of age | 

«And hanging up the quiver nature gave kim, 

% As flow of execution, for diſpatch (flay 

« Sends forth imperial butchers ; bids them 

„ Fheii ſheep(thehi\lyſhceptheyflzeced he toe) 

% And toſe him twice ten thouland at a mes. 

„Wich you can rage for plunder make a God ? 

«© Ardblcodſhead waſh out ev'ry other ſtain ?- 

* Burt you, perhaps, can't bleed: frum matter 
«© gruls 

% Your ſpirits clean; are delicately clad 

* In ti e-ipun ether, privileg'd to ſoar, 

„ Uvload, unintectua ; how unlike 

© The lot of man; how few of human race 

„By theu own mud uimurder'd! howwe wage þ 


262 The Cox sOLAT ION. Night lX. 


„ Se: f-war eternal I—is your painful day 
* (}; hardy contlict o'er? or are you till 
„Ru cand:d tes at ſchuol and have you thoſe 
„% Who difatf ct reve: hons, as with us ?— 
„ But whatarc w. ? yon never heard ff man, 
% Or earth; the bediam uf the uwaveric ! 
«Whererealun(w ditras'd wthyorn ): unsmid, 
„ And nurſes tool: y's chiglren ahr own; 
Fon of the touielt, In ihe {iced mount 
* Ot holincle, where ein 15 provunnc'd 
& Intaitble , and 1hunder', ike ag d; 
«« Ev*n there, by Lani, the d mons a1 -zutdone; 
% Waat (hel: think wrong, ous faint}, refive 
* toright ! ( 44%; 
% And kindly teach dull hell her own blick 
% Satan mitruttcd, o'er their moral fines. — 
„ But this, how ſthange tv you, no k.vw 
„ not man! 
* Has the leut rumours of our race air: "2? 
*® Cal's here Elijah, w his flaning can? 
% Pa(t hy you the g od Enoch, o hi+ road 
« To tliole tair facids, whence Lucifer was 
„ hurl'd; (d. cent, 
© Who bruſh d. perhap , your ſpheie, 11 his 
© ain'd your pare cr ital ether, or let fa.l 
& A ſhort ec ple tem his porte nous th de? 
„O thvthe handhad ide d or. ſomꝭ broador b 
& At wart his way z wor 1each'4 his pretent 
home, | 
„Then backed earth with fobiſtep fou d 
in neil, 
SWN,rivih'd in ocean, as from Rome h peſt 
To B nain's ifle; to, oo, conſpicnonνsthere!“ 
But ihis 182 | A gremon: where 18 he, 
Thar o'erherv'u', battlements the felon nurl'd 
To Zons, and chains, and dak net; where 
Wh tces creations ſummit a vale ? ('> he 
He, when, wh le man is man, he cant lui te ky 
Aud .t he finds, commences more than man. 
© tor a tele ſcope his throne to reach | 
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Tell me ye learn'd on earth! or bleſt above 

Ye learching, ye Newtonean angels tell, 

Where's your great maſter's orb? his planets, 
where ? (#ars, 

Thoſe conſcious ſatellities, thoſe moining 

Fuft-born of Deity ! from central jove, 

By venera!1un moſt profound, thrown off; 

By ſweet attr tion, 10 lefs ſt ongly drawn 3 

Aw'd, and yet raptur*d; raptur'd, yet ſerenez 

Paſt thought, iHluitious, but wich borrow'd 
beams ; | 

In ſti approaching circles, (till remote, 

Reſe'ving round the fun's eternal fire 2 

Or lent, on lines rect, on e:bafſhes 

To natien — m what latitude -b yond 

Ter:tc:i1a! thoughts horizon lid on what 

High errand- lent? —here human ciforts end; 

And leaves me |ti!] + firanger t- his throne. 

Full Wl it might! 1 quite miſt K [ny r_ ad. 

Born in an age more curious than ui. voutz 

More fond to fix the p'ace of heav'a. or hell, 

Than ftudiou- this to ſhun, or tht ſecure. 

"Tis not the curious, bu: the pious path, 

That leads me to my point: Lotenzo! kiow, 

Wthout or far, or ange, for then gu-de, 

Who worſhip God, fhail find kim. Humble 
love. 

And not proud reaſon, keeps the door of 
leay'n . 

Love finds admiſſi n, here p ond ſcience fails. 

Men's icience is the culture of hiz heat ; 

An not to looſe his plumbet in the teuths 

Of nature, or the more protuund uf God, 

E:iher to know, is an attemp that ſets 

The wiſeit on a level with the fool. 

To t.th .m nature (il. att-mp:cd here!) 

Palt doubt 1s deep pn loſophy above ; 

H:zher degier> in biifs aichangels take, 

As deer cmrn'd; the decpeſt, learning (hill, 

Fur wh.it a thunder of omnipotence 
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(So might I dare to ſpeak?) is ſeen in all ! 
In man ! in earth ! in more amazing ſkies ! 
Teaching this leſſon, pride is loth to learn 
Not deeply to deſceru, not much to know, 
% Mankind was born to wonder, and adore.” 
And is there cauſe for higher wonder itill, 
Than that which itruck us from our paſt 
ſurveys ? 
Yes; and for deeper adoration too. 
From my late airy travel unconfin'd, 
Have 1 iearn'd nothing! yes, Lorenzo ! this; 
Each of thete ſtars is a religious houſe ; 
I taw their altars ſmoke, their incenſe 1iſe, 
Aud heard hofannas ring thro' ey'ry ſphere, 
A ſeminary trought with future gods. 
Nature all o'er is conſecrated ground, 
Teeming with growth immortal ard divine, 
The gieat proprietor's all- bounteogghand 
Leaves nothing vate; but ſows theſaſ s fields 
With ſeeds of reaſon, which to virtues riſe 
Beneath his genial ray; and if eſcap'd 
The peſtelential blaits of ſtubborn will, 
When grown mature, are gather'd for theſkies; 
And 1+ devotion thought too much on earth, 
Wen beings, fo ſuperior, homage boaſt, 
And tiiumph in proſtrations to the throne? 
But wherefore more of planets, or of ftais? 
Etherial journies, and, diſcover'd there, 
Tenthoulandwor!ds, tenthouſandwaysdevout, 
All nature ſending incence to the throne, 
Except the bold, Lorenzo, of our lphere ? 
Op'ning the ſolemn ſcurces of my ſoul, 
Since [ have pour'd, like feign'd Eridanue, 
My floaming numbers o'er the flaming ikies, 
Nor iee, of fancy, or of fact, what more 
Invites the muſe—here turns we and review 
Our patt nocturnaſ landicape wide:---then ſay, 
Say, then, Lorenzo! with what burſt of heart, 
The whole, at once, revo-ving in his thought, 


Mult man exclaim, aduring; and, aghalt? 
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% © whata roo: ! O what a branch is here 

« © what 2 father l what a family! 

« Worlds! ſyſtems! and creation? — and 
«© creations, 

In one agglomerated cluſter, hung. 

« Great vine'on thee, on thee the cluſter hangs z 

« The filial cloſter infinitely tpread 

6 e 

And drinks (nectareous draught !) immor- 
tal life. | 

« Or ſhall 1 fay (for who can ſay enough? 

« A conſtellation of ten thouſand gems, 

« And, Ol of what dimenſion zof whatweight) 

«+ Set in one ſignet, flame: on the right hand 

« Of majeſty divine! the blazing teal, 

« That deeply ſtamps on all created mind, 

«* Indelible, his fov'reign attributes, 

«© Omnipotenceand love! that, paſſing hound: 

% Ard this, ſurpaſſing that. Nor ftop we here, 

* For want of pow'rinGod, but though inman. 

Een this acknowledg'd, leaves us illin debt; 

If greater aught, that greater all is thine, 

« Dread {irc accept this miniature of thee; 

„And pardon anattempt frommortalthough?, 

« In which archangels might have ſail'd, un- 
« hlam'd. 

How ſuch ideas of th* Almighty's pow'r, 
And ch ideas of tht Almighty's plan, 
(ideas not abſurd) diſtend the thought 
Of feeble mortals? nor of them alone ! 

The tuincls of the Deity break forths 

In inconcetvables to men, and Gods. 

Tnink,th.n,Othink; nor even drop the thought, 

How low mult man deicend, when gods adore! 

Have L not, then, accompliſh'd my proud boaſt! 

Did Ivor tell the, we would mount, Lo- 
© renzo ! : 

„And kindle our devotion at the ſtars ? 

And have I fail'd ? and did 1 flatter thee ? 

And art all adamant ? and doſt couture 
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And far, how far,frum lamhent are the flames 
Such is Lorenzo's purchaſe ! ſuch his praile ! 
The proud, the politic, Lorenzo's praile ! 
Tho? in his ear, and leveil'd at his heart, 
I've half read o'er the volune of the (cies. 

Forthink net thou hit heardot allthist.om me 
My ſong but echoes whit great nature ſpeaks. 
What has ſhe {puk: n ? thus the godd: 15 tpoke, 
Thus ſpeaks forever: -**Place at natwie's head, 
© A fov'reign, which o'er all things rolls has 

66 eve. ans 
« KExtt ndshis wing, promulgateshiscomm 
* But, above all, diffuſes endleſs good ; 4 
% To whom, for ſure redrels, the wrong” 
© may fly; 
«© The vue, for mercy; & the pain'd for peace, 
„% By whom the various tenantsof thole {; heres; 
1% Dicerbty'd in fortun“s, place, and pow':s, 
* Rais'd in erjoyment, as in worth they riſe, 
„% Ariive at length (if worthy ſuch approach) 
„At that bleft foudtain head, from which 
„they ſtreem: 

1% Where confl ct pait redoubles preſent joy; 
« And preſent joy looks forward on increaſe ! 
* An that, on more; no period! ev'ry itep 
© A double boon ! a promiſe, ayd a bk.” 
How eaſy ſets this ſcheme on human hearts! 
It (wits their make; it ſooths their vaſt d fiies; 
Paſſion is pleas' d, and reaſon aſks no more; 
Tis rational tis great—hut what is thice ? 
It darkens!ſhocks!excruciates! ind confounds! 
Leaves vs quite naked, both of help and hope, 
Sinking tom bad to worſe ; few years, the lpurt 
Of tortune, then the morſel of defpair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo (tor thou know'it it well) 
What's vice? —mere want ct compals in our 

thought. 

Religion, what?—the proof of common ſenſe ; 
How ait thou w hooted, where theſeaſt prevails! 
Is it my fault, it theſe truths call thee food? 
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Aud thou ſhalt never be miſcal!'d by me. 
Can neither ſhame nor terror, ſtand thy trend? 
And arr thou iid an intect in the mie? 
How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown ; 
Snarch't theetrom earth, « {corted thee thro'all 
Tu e:ihereal armirs ; waikt thee, like a got; 
Thro' ſplendors ot fiſt magnitude, arrang'd . 
On ei her hand; clonds thiown beneath thy 
fee! ; 
Cloſe- cui“ on the bright paraciſe of God; 
A:d aimoft introduc'd thee to the throne ! 
And art thou ſtill carouſing, for delight, 
Rank poiſon ; firit, fermenting to mere froth, 
And then tubſulirg into final gall ? 
To beings ut ſublime, immortal make, 
Huw ſhocking is all joy, whoſe end 1+ fure ! 
Such py m re ſhocking ſtiil, them re it charm- 
And doſt thou chooſewhat ends erewelibegun ; 
And infamous, as ſhort ? & doft thou chovte 
(Thou, to whole palate glory is fo ſweet} 
To wade into perdinon, thro! contempt, 
Not of poor biguts only, but thy own ? 
For | have peep'd into thy cover'd heart, 
Ard (ten it biuſh beneath a boaftful hrow ; 
For, by firong guilt's moit violent aſſault, . 
Conſc.ence is but di1abied, not deſtroy 'd, 

O thou molt awtul being; aad moit vain z 
Thy will, how tr.ul ! howglorious is thy power 
Tho' dread eternity has fown her ſeeds 
Ot bli{s and woe, in thy deſpotic breaſt, 
Tho” heav'n & heil depend upon thy choice; 
A huterfly c mes croſs, and both are fled. 

Is this the p cture of a rational? 

This horrid wnage, ſhall it be more jult ? 
Lorenz ! no; it cannut, — mall not, be, 

If there is force in realun or, in ſaunds, 
Chanted beneath the glimpſes of the moon, 
A magic, at this planetary hour, 

When lumber locks the gen'ral lip, & dreams 
Thro' ſenleleis mazes hunt ſouls un · in pi d. 
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Attend—the facred myſteries begin— 

My folemn night-born adjuration bear; 

Hear, and ['ll raiſe thy ſpirit from the duſt ; 

While the ſtars ge on this enchantment new; 

Enchantment, not infernal, but divine! 

Zy ſilence, death's pecu'iar attribute ; 

«© By dai kneſs, guilt's inevitable doom; 

« By darkneſs, and by filence, ſiſter's dread ! 

„That draw the curtain round night's ebun 
© throne, 

* And raiſe ideas, fulemn as the ſcene ! 

* By night, and all of awful, night preſents 

« To though,, or ſenſe (ot awful much to hoth, 

« The 1 brings) hy theſe her tremb ing 
„ ares, 

« Like Veſta's ever burning z and, like hers, 

„ Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure! 

0 By theſe bright orators, that prove, &praiſe, 

« And prefs thee to revere, the deity ; 

« Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd a while 

« To reach his throne; as ſtages of the ſoul, 

© Thro” — at different periods, ſhe ſhall 
cc s, 

« Refining gradual, for her final height, 

« And purging off ſome droſs at ev'ry ſphere 

* By this dark pall thrown o'er theſilent world! 

% By the world's kings, and kingdoms, moſt 
% renown'd, 

% From ſhort ambition's zenith ſet for ever; 

„% Sad preſage to vain boaſters, now in bloom 

„ By the long liſt of ſwift mojality, 

0 Frem Adam downward tothis ev'ning knell, 

«© Which midnight waves infancy *'sttartledeye 

& And ſhocks her with an hundred centuries, 

« Round deaih's black banner throng'd, in 
„ human thought ! 

% Bythouſands,now,refigningtheirlafthre>th, 


« Aud calling thee. ert thou ſo wiſe to hear; 


« By tombs oer tombs ariſing; human earth; 
«« Ejeftrd to make room for - human earth; 


n _— 


| Night IX. The ConsoLartiON, 209 


FThe monarchs terror! 1nd the ſextor;”s trades! 

<* By pompous ob!. quies that ſhun the day, 

Alhurg'd, with one 1r:ctragable tmiie ? 

Lorenzo! mirth how nnterable here 

S year by the ltars, by him who made them, 
{wears 

Thy heart, henceforth, ſhall be as pure as they; 

Then thou, like them, ſhaic ſhine; like them, 
ſhalt riſe 

From low to lofty ; from obſcure to bright; 

B due gradation, nature's lacted law. 

The it ers, from whence r---afk chavs—ic can 

Theſe tight remptii4 ans to idola ry, (ell. 

From dai knels. & coo fuſion took their birth 

Sons of det.» mity ! from fluid dregs 

Tart wean, fi: it they roſe to maſſe: rude : 

And then, to tphcre-op3que!when diimly ſhone; 

Then brighten 4; then biaz d out in pertect 

N :ture celghts in progrets; in ad-1ce (day. 

From worſe to he:ter;hut wher mind end, 

Progreſs, in part, depend upon hemſel es. 

H v' aids exertionz gicater makes e greats 

The voulun.ay itte ions more. 

O he a mang and tou {hit be a gull | 

And hat 6 it-made -anvt. hw divide | 

O thou ambien. of ditgrace aloe ! 

S 1 und-v op? unkind. dt, o high taught, 

Schuo.'d by tn :tkie-; 3d pup; of the re ; 

Rankcoward to he t:ſhronable wor bd 

At ihou 1 un' ty bod thy knee toh 'av*r? 

Cyrit tume ot pride, exhal'd from deepeit 
hell? 

Pride in religion is man's higheſt praiſe. 

kent on det. uction: and in ore with death! 

= all these luminaries, quench'd t once, 

ere halt io bad, as one Hemghred mind, 

Which gropes tor happingts and meer dei; air. 

How, bke à widow in her weeds, the night, 

Amid her glimmer ing tapers, fin fie s ; 

How lo:rowtul, how delylate, ſhe weeps 
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Perpetual dews, and ſaddens nature's ſcene 
A ſcene wore ſad hn makes the darken'd foul”? 
All cemfort kite, nor leaves one ſpark alive. 
Tho blind of heart, (tilt open is thine eye: 
Why ſuch magnihcence in all thou feet ? 
Ot matter's grandeur, know, one end i this, 
To teil the 1attonnl, who ge zes ON Naw—— 
«« Tho' that immenſely great, Hill greater he, 
« Whoſc breatt, capeCciuus, can embuace, and 
« lodge, 
« Unhuiden'd, nature's univerſal (cheme ; 
« Can gratp creation with a ſingle thought; 
« Creation graſp; and not exclude its ie.“ 
To tell him tarther—it behoves him much 
« To guard th' important, yet depending tate 
«« Of being, brighter than a thouſand funs ; 
« One ＋ ra; of thought, outſhines them 
«Cc __ : 
And if man hears obe dient, ſoon he'll ſoar 
Superio heights, and on his purple wing, 
His purple wing b«<di op'd with eyes of go'd, 
R ſing, where thought is now denied to f iſe, 
Loykoowntriumphantoitheſedazziingſyphet es, 
Why then perb|t?—no mortal ever liv'd 
But, d) inghepronounc'd(whenwordsa etrue!) 
The he that charm+ thee, abſelutely vain 
Vain, „ad tar worſe! —ihink thou, with d, wg 
men z; 
O conveſcend to think as angels think | 
O tole rate a chance for happineſc! 
Our nature ſuch, tl cheice en ſures il! fate; 
And heil had been, tho"there had been nuGud. 
Dſt thou rout know, my ncwatronomer! 
Eanih,iurvingtromth tun, bringsvigh- toman? 
Man,turningt; umbi:God, bringsendleſsnightz 
W herethou canſt rendnomorais, find no friend, 
Amend no manners, and expect uo peace. 
Ho deep thr darkneſs! &the groan, how loud! 
« The torch funeral, and the nodding plume, 


„ Whichuakepoorman's humiliation proud; 


„„ 


. 
3 
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% Boaſt of our, ruin ! triumph of our duſt ! 
« By the dampvaultthatweepso'erroyalbones 
„ Andihepalelampthat ſhewstheghaltlydead, 
«© Moreghaſtly,thro'thethickincumbentgloom 
« By viſits (if there are) trum darker ſcenes. 
4% The gliding ſpectre! and the groaninggrove 
«© By groans, and graves, & mileries that groan 
% For the grave's ſheiter ! by deſponding men, 
Senleleſsropainsut death, frumpangsof, uiltt 
By guilt's laſt audit! by yon moon in blood, 
on he rocking firmamenr, the falling ttars, 
« And thunder's laſt diſcharge, gieat natuie's 
„ knel] ! 
« By ſecond chaos; and eternal night—. 
« Be wiſe - nor let Philander blame my charmz 
« But own not ii diſcharg'd my double debt 
« Love to the living; duty to the dad.“ 
For know, I'm but executor ; he left 
This moral legacy ; I make it o'er 
By his command ; Phitander hear in me; 
And heav'n in both.—it deat to theſe, oh! 


hear 
Florelio's tender voice; his weal depend 
On thy retolve z t trembies at thy choice 3 4 
For his ſike—!lvove thyfelf: example itrikes ; 


All human hearts; a bad exumpie more; 
More ſtill a father's; chat entures his ruin. 
As parent of Ins being, wouldſt thou prove 
Th' unnatural parent of his miſeries, 
Andmake himcurſe thebeingwhichthougay*(? 
Is this the bliefſi'ig of fo fond a fa her? 
If careleſs of Lorenzo! fpare, oh! ſpare, ' 
Florello's father, and Philander's friend; | 
Florello's father ruin'd, rums num; | 

And from Philander's friend the world ex 

A conduct, no diſhonour to the dead. (pects 
Let paſſion do, what nobler mouve ſh ud; 
Let love, and emu ation, nie in aid 
To reaſon ; ana perſuad: thee to be=-!!cfts 


= ” - * 
— — 
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This ſerm: not a requeſt to he deny; 
Vet (tuch tht infatuation of mankind ') 
* [is the moſt hopeleſ, man can make to man. 
Shall 1, then, nie in argument, and warmth? 
And urge Philander's poſthumous advice. 
From topics yet ur broacn'd ?— 
But oh! I faint! my (puts tal! norftrange! 
So lung on wing. and in no middle chime ; 
To which my great Creator 's glory call'd : 
And 3 now, in vam, Slecp's dewy 

Wan 

Has ſtrok d my drooping lid:, and promiles 
My long arrear of reſt ; the downy goed 
(Wont to return with our 1eturning peace) 
Will pay, ere long, and bleis me with repole. 
Hatte, haſte,ſweetſtrargerltromthepcafant'scut 
T heſhiy - boy **hammock.or the ſoldier'sſtraw, 
W nen eforrownever chas'drhec;withthetbring 
Not hideous viſions, as of late; but draughts 
Delicious of well-taſted, cordial, ett; 
Man's rich reſtorative 3 his balmy bath, 
That ſupples, luhricates, and keeps in play, 
The vai ions movements ot this nice machine, 
Which aſks ſuch frequent periods of repiir. 
When tuned with vain rotations of the day, 
Sleep winc's us up for the ſucceeding dawn; 
Freih we ſpin on, till ackneſs clogs our whe-1s, 
Or death quite breaks the ſpring, and motion 
When will it end with me ? (ends, 


(c K U only know 'n! 


« Tuo? whole broad eye, the future and 
the pait, 

« Joins to the preſent z making one cf three 

„% o mortal thought ! thou know'it, and 
« thou alone, „% ell known ! 

« All-krowing —all unknown l—and yet 

4% Near, tho' 1emote } and, tho unfathom'd 


And tho” inviſible, for ever feen ! Felt! 
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„% And een in ali! the great, aid the minute; 

7% E ch g'ohe above, wh ite gigantic racy, 

© fach flower, cach eat, with us mall pro- 
„% ple ſwarm, 

haf puny vouchers of amnipotence) 

« To the fuſt thought, that aſks; from 
„hence? declare 2 

Their common tource. Thou fountain 
* running o'er 

In rivers of communicated joy! 

* Who gav'll us tpeech fo tar, far humbler 
« themes! 

Say, by what name ſhall T preſume to call 
Him I tre burt ing in thele countlets fur's, 

* Moſes in tne buſh ? i uſtrious mind! 
The wholz creation, ef-, tar lef- to thee, 

Than that ro the creation's ample round. 
How ſhall I name thee ?2—how my labuur- 

„ ing foul | birth? 

« Heaves underneath the thought, too big tur 
++ Great lyitem. ef perftcftions ! mighty cauſe 

Ot cauſes mighty ! cauſe uncaus's ; lole root 

& Of nature, that vxuriant growth of God! 
% Fiſt father of «@ cts ! that progeny 

Of er dlefs ſeries; „h re the g iden chain's 

Laßt link admits a period, who can tell ? 

« Father of all that is or heard, or hears ! 
Father of all that is or fcen, or ſees ! 
Father of all that i or ſhall arile ! 

Father of this immeaſurable mats 
Ot matter multiform; or der.ic, or rare; 

* © que, or lucid ; rapid, or at reſt; 
© Minute, or pathng boun ! in each extreme 
8 
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Ot like amue, and myſtery, to man. 

Father of theſe bright nullions of the night! 

Ot which the leaſt full godhead had pro- 
„ claim'd, 

And thrown the gazer on his knee—or, (ay 

Is appetiation higher ſtill, thy choice? 

Father cf martri's temporary loads! 
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% Father of ſpirits ! nobler off pring ! ſparks 

„Ot high paternal glory; rich enduw'd 

« Withvariou mealures, &with various modes 

« Of inſtinct, reaſon, intuitton 3 beams 

«© More pale, or bright fromday divine, tobreak 

« The dark ef matter organiz'd (the ware 

« Of all created fpirit); beams, that rife 

Each over other in {uperior light. 

ill the laſt ripens into luitre ttrong, 

«© Of next approach to Godhead. Fatherfond 

« (Far fonder than e'er bore that name on 
earth) 

« Of intellectual beings ! beings bleſt (ply: 

„% With powers to pleaſe thee z not of paſſive 

© Tolaws they know not; beingslodg'd inſeats 

« Of well-adapted joys, in different domes 

« Of this imperial palace for thy tons ; 

«« Of this proud, populous, well- policy'd, 

© Tho? boundlets habitat on, plann'd by thee 

«© Whole ſeveral clans their climates ſuit; 

% And tranſpoſit ion, doubtleſs, would dettroy. 

«« Or, oh ! indulge, immortal king ? indulge 

« A title, leſs auguſt indeed, but more 

„ Endearing ; ah, how ſweet in human ears ? 

« Sweet iuour ears,and triumph in out hearts; 

« Father of immortality to man 

«© A theme that lately ſet my foul on fire. 

« And thou the next;yert equal; thou, bywhem 

4% That bieſſing was convey d; far more; was 
« bought ; 

„ Ineffable the price? by whom all worlds 

« Were made; ard one, r.duem'd? illuſtrious 

« light 

% From light illuſtrious ; thou, whole regal 

% Finite in time, but infinite in (pace, 

« Ou more than adam: ntine baſis fix'd, 

« Oer more, farmore,than diadems, & thrones 

„ Inviolably reigns; the dread of gods? 

« And oh, the fliend ot man, beneath whoke 
bs toot. ; , 


„power. 
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« And by the mandate of whoſe awful nod, 
„% All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 
„Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 
« Thr. the ſhort channels uf expiring tine, 
Or ſhoreleſs ocean of eternity, 
Calm, or tempeſtuous (as thy tpirit breathes), 
© In abſolute ſubjection [-and, O thou 
© {| he Glorious third! diſtinit not ſeparate ! 
«*Reaming from both! with both nicorporate ! 
„And (itrangetotelll) incorpurate wiih the 
« By condeicenhon, as thy glory great, (duit! 
© Enſhrin'd in man ! of human hearts it pure, 
„Divine mhabitant<! the tie divine (I truſt, 
« Of heaven with dittant earth! by whom 
„(If rot infp1'd) uncenſur'd this addreſs 
„To thee, to tliem---to whom? myſterious 
„power, (light; 
© Reveal'd---yet unreveal'd ! darkneis in 
Bf Number in unity! our joy ! our dread ! 
© The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin 
© That animates all 11ght, the triple fun ! 
© Sun of her foul ! her never ſetting tun ! 
© Trivae, unutterable, unconceiv'd, 
© Abſconding, yet demonitrable, great God! 
Greater than greateſt! better than the beit! 
© Kinder than kindeft ! with ſoft pity's eye, 
* Or( (tronger (till to fpeak it) with thine own, 
Frou thy bright home, from that high fir- 
© 1aament, 
Where thou, from all eternity, has dwelt; 
Bey ond archangels' unafſiſte d keen; 
From far above what morta's highett call; 
F rom elivation's pinacle ; look down, 
© Through: -- what ? confounding interval! 
„ thro” all, 
© Ard more, than lab'ring fancy can conceive, 
I hro' radiant ranks ot eſſences unknown ; 
* Thro' hierarchics from hierarchies detach'd 
© Round various banners of omnipotence, 


With endleſs change of rapt'rousdrtics fir d- 
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*«Fhro wond'tous heings interpuling ſwarms; 
« Ai, clu{ſtring at the call, it aweil in thee; 
„Tho tinswide vaten worlds;this vilt: vair, 
< All fande oer wien ſuuszſuns turn'dionght 
« Before thy fcebleit beam oK do] . 
„% doun— don, 
* On a pour breathing particle in duſt, 
Or, lowe „ -an immortal in his crimes. 
His crimes forgive! torgive his virtues, tog! 
& TI hoſe imalier tau'ts, halt-corver's to the 
« right (© more 
% Nor let me cloſe theſe eyes, which never 
„May (ve the fun(:hu'night's ueſcending tcaie 
**Now weighs up mu: ),unpuy d, audunbicn! 
« In thy diſpleaſure dwelis erernal pain; 
„Pain, our averſtionzpainwhica ftrikes menow; 
And, fince ali pain is terribie to man, 
% Tho' tranſient, terrible: at thy good hour, 
« Gently, ah gently, lay me in my bed, 
„My clay-coid bed! by n«ture, now ſo near; 
« By nature, near; ſtili nearer by vileale ! 
. I ill then, be this, an emblem of my grave: 
« Let it out- reach the pie cher; ev*ry night 
* Let it aut-cry the boy at Pnili ear; 
That tongue of death'that heraldof hetomb! 
« And when (the ſheiter of thy «11g implos'd) 
« My ſenſes, ſooth'd, ſhall ink in loft ep ez 
ung thus tryth tu deeper in my ſout, 
« Suggeſted by my pi low, ligu'd by fate, 
Furt, in fate's volume, ac the page of man- 
Mau ficklyſoul, tho'turn'dandtoſ dtoever, 
Fiom hide to ſide, can reſt onnoughthinthee; 
„Here, in full truſt, hereafter, in tul- joy; 
« On thee the promise, ſure eternal down 
« Of ſpir its, torl'd in travel thro' this vale. 
« Nor of that pillow ſhall my ſoul defpord ; 
«« For--love Almighty! love Almighty! (ing, 
„ Exult, EY love almighty, rergns | 


«That death of death! thai cordiai of deſpan! 
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« Of whom no more:—Pas, O thou Patron- 
« God ! 
& Thou God and mortal ! thence more God 
1 to man 
« Man's theme eternal ! man's eternal theme! 
% Thou can'ſt not ſcape uninjur'd from our 
« praiſe, 
« Uninjur'd from our praiſe can he eſcape, 
© Who diſemboſom'd from the father, hows 
« The heav'n of heay'ns, to kils the diſtant 
' 6 earth; 
«© Breathes out in agonies a ſinleſs ſoul ? 
« Againſt the croſs, death's iron ſceptre 
«© breaks 
% From famiſh'd ruin plucks her human 
« prey! 
« Throws wide the gates ctleſtial to his foes! 
« Their gratitude, for fuch a boundlefs debt, 
« Deputes their ſuff ring brothers to receive! 
« And if deep human guilt in payment fails; 
% As deeper guilt prohibits our defpair | 
Injoins it, as our duty to reqoice | 
*« And (to cloſe all) omnipotently kind, 
% Takes his delights among the fons of men. 
What words are theſe !-:-and did they 
come from heav'n 
And were they ſpoke to man? to guilty 
man ? 
What are all myſteries to love like this? 
The ſong of angels, all the meludies 
Ot Choral Gods, are wafted in the found; 
Heal and exhilerate the broken heart, 
Tho” plung'd, before, in horrors dark as 
night : - | 
Rich prelibation of conſummate joy! 
Nor wait we d ſſolution to be bleit. 
This final effort of the moral muſe, 
How juſtly titled ! nor for me alone 
For all that read; _ ſpirit of ſupport, 
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What heights of conſulation, crown my ſong! 
Then faewell night! of da kneis, now 

no more : 

Joy break +; ſhines, triumphs; 'tis eternal day, 

Shall that which iſes out of ndught complain, 

Ot a few evilr, paid with endlcls joys ? 

My foul | hencetorth, in ſweeteſt union 
oin, 

The bas ſupperts of human happineſs, 

Which ſome, erronious, think can never meet; 

True taſte of lite, and conſtant thought of 
death ; 

The thought cf death, ſole victor of its dread! 

Hope be thy yay :; and probity thy {ill ; 

Thy patron he, whoſe diadem has dropp'd 

Yon gems of heav*n ; eternity, thy prize: 

And leave the racers of the warld iheir own, 

Their — and their froth, for end lei 
tons: 

They part with all for that which is not 
bread : 

They mortify, they ſtarve, on wealth, fame 
power; 

And laugh to ſcorn, the fools that aim 
more: . 

How mut a fh irit, late eſcap'd from earth. 

Suppcſe Philander's, Lucia's, or Narciſſa's, 

The truth of things, new -hlazing in its eye 

Look back, atienith'd on the ways of mcv, 

Whoſe lives, whole drift is to forget the: 
graves ! 

And when our preſent privilege is paſt, 

To tcewge us with due ſenie of its abute, 

The fame aſtoniſument will ſeize us all. 

What then muſt pain us, would preſerve 
now. 

Lorenzo! 'tis not yet too late! Lorenzo | 

$i ze wiſdom, ere tis torment to be wile 

That is, ſeize wiſdom, ere ſhe ſeizes thee. 
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Tis nothing, hut full knowledge of he truth, 
When truth, refiſled Ig, is ſworn our foe; 
And cills eternity to do her right. 

Thus, d:rknef+ aiding intelſectual light, 
And {:c ed hlence whilp'ring truth's divine, 
And truth, divine converting pwn to peace, 
My ſang the midnight raven has out-wing'd, 
And ſhot, ambitions of «nbounded ſcenes, 
Beyond the flaming !:mits of the world, 

Her gloomy flight. Bui what avails the flight 

Of fancy, whe our hearts remain below ? 

Virtue abounds in fl «tterers, and toes; 

"Tis pride, ro praiſe hei; penance, to perform. 

To more than words, to more than worth of 
tongue, | 

Lorenzo! rife, at this auſpicious hour; 

An hour, when kheav'u's mult intimate with 
man; 

When, like a falling ar, the ray divine 

Glides ſwift into the boſom of the jult ; 

And juſt are all, d-termin'd to reclaim ; 

Which {-ts that titie high, within thy reach, 

Awake, then: my Philander calls: awake!“ 

Thou, who ſhait wake, when the creation 

ſleeps; 

When, like a taper, all theſe ſuns expire; 

When time, lilce hun of Gaza in his wrath, 

Plucking the piliars that jupport the world, 

In nature's ample ruins hes intomb'd; 

And midnight, untverſal midnight | reigns. 


End of the Night Thoughts. 
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PARAPHRASR 


ON PART OF THE 


BOOK or FOB. 


TT is diſputed among the crilics who was the 
author of the book of job, Some give it 
te Meſes ; ſome to others. As I avas engaged 
in this little performanee, ſome arguments 
occurred to me quhich faut the former of 
theſe opinions; wich arguments I bave 
Fung iuto the following nates, where little elſe 
17 to be expected. 

1 uſe the word Paraphraſe, becauſe I want 
another which might better anſwer to the un- 
common liberiies I have talen. I have omitted, 
adde, and tranſposd. The Mountain, the 
Comet, {ke Sun, and other parts, are intirel 
ade: The Peacock, the Lion, Sc. are — 
taiargel, And I have thrown the whole in- 
to a method more ſuitable to our notions of re- 
gu'erily. The judicious, it they compare this 
prece with the original, will I flatter myſelf, 
find the reaſons for the great liberties I have 
tudulged myſelf in through the whole. 

Longinus has @ chapter on interrogations, 
ich ſhews that they contribute muck to 
tue ſublime. This ſpeeck of the Almighty is 
= made up of them. Interrogation ſeems indeed 
the proper ſiyle of majeſty iucens d. It differs 
| from any other manner of reproof, as bidding 


| a perſon execute Hhimſelf, does from a common 


execution ; for he that aſte the guilty a proper 
gu ion, makes him, in ect, paſs ſentence on 


m 
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HRICE happy Job long liv'd in regal 
ſtaie, 
N vr hw the ſumptuous eaſt a princ? {+ great; 
W note worldiy toresin ſuch aburd merflov'ꝗ, 
Waole heart with ſuchexaltzd virus glow'dl, 
At length misfortunes take their tuen to ra gny 
And ilis on ilis luccred; à dreadtul train! 
What now but death, & poverty, and wrong, 
The ſvaid wide-walling, the reproachful 
tongue, (uo Fas 
And fp tt. plagirs, that mad his umb 
So thi- & Wen pan, they wanted room to 
nue: (hear 
A change id fil what mortal heart could 
Exhaulted wor had let: him nought to feat 
But gave him all to grief. Low ca 1 he pre ad, 
Wet in the dull, 4d {ortiy mene ns bt ent. 
His trie ds around tue deep atfl ion mourn'd; 
Feit ali his pange, and groan for groan 
rerurn'd; 
In anzu:th of their heatts their mantles rent, 
And tev*n I mg days in {olema ſi cace ſpent; 
A debt of rev';ence ro diftrets ſo great 
Then Jh contain'd no more; but curs'd his 
Tüte. 
His day of dis th, its inawſhictous light, 
He withes funk in ſhides of evolets niglu. 
Andvl .rted fromthe yen; 10: tears to crave 
Deuh, witant death; impatie n for the graves 
That ſeat of peace, that min, of repolty 
Where ret and mortals are no longer fes; 
Where counſellors arehuſh'd, ind miaht) kings 
(9 happy turnz) no. more are wretch:d things. 
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His words were daring, and diſpleaſed his 
triends, 
His conduct they reprove, and he defends ; 
And now they kindled into warm debate, 
And ſentiments oppos'd wich equal heat; 
Fixt in opinion, both refuled to yield, 
And ſummon all their reaſon to the field: 
So high at length their arguments were 
wrought, 
T heyreach'd the laſt extent of human thoughty 
A pauſe enſu'd.— When, lo! heav'n interpos'd 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible ſurprize, 
A ſudaen whirlwind blacken'd all the ſkies ; 
[They — and trembled !] from the darkneſs 
roke | 
A dre2dful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke, 
Who gives his tongue a looſe ſo bold & vain, 
Cenſures my conduct, and reproves my reign? 
Lifts up his thought againſt me from the duſt, 
And teils the world's creator what is juft ? 
Of late fo brave, now life a dauntleſs eye, 
Face my demand and give it a reply : 
Where didſt thou dwell at nature's early birth? 
Who laid foundations for the ſpacious earth? 
Who on its ſurface did extend the line, 
Its form determine, and its bulk confine ? 
Whohx'd thecorner-ftone? what hand, declare, 
Hung it on nought, and faſten'd it in air ? 
When the bright morningſtars inconcert ſung, 
When heav'n's high arch with loud Hoſanna's 
rung; (crown'd, 
When ſhouting ſens of God the triumph 
And the wide concave thunder'd with the 
ſound ? (them ali? 
Earth's num'rous kingdoms, haſt thou view'd 
And can thy ſpan of knowledge graſp the ball? 
Who heav'd the mountain, which ſublimely 


Andcaſts its ſhadow into diftant lande? (ſtands, 
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Who ftretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep, 
Can that wild world in due ſubjection keep? 
I broke the globe, I icoop'd it's holluw d tide, 
And did a baſon for the floods provitle ; 

I chain them with my word; the boi.ing ſea, 
Work d up in tempeſts, hears my great dectee; 
& Thus far thy floating ide ſhall be convey*'d; 
«&Anchere, Omain, bethyproucihillows ttay'd.” 
Haſt thou explor'd the ſecrets of the deep, 
Where, ſhut fiom uſe, nnnumber'sd wreaſures 
ſleep ; | (day, 
Where, down a thouſand fathoms from the 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the ſea? 
Thoſtgloomypathsdid thy bold foote'er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head? 
Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to thee ? 
Death's inmoſt chambers didſt thou ever ſee? 
E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 
To the black portal thro* th! incumbent ſhade? 
Deepatethoſeſhades: hut ſh des ſtill deeper hide 
My countels from the ken of human pride, 
Where dwells the light? in what refulgent 
dome ? (home ? 
And where has darkneſs made her diſmal 
Thou knoweft, no doubt, ſiuce thy large heart 
is tranght 
With ripen'd wiſdom thro'long ages brought: 
Since naturewas call*dforthwhen thou wattby, 
And into being roſe beneath thine eve ? 

Are miſts begotten ? who their father knew? 
From whom deſcend the pearly drops of dew ? 
To bin!!theftrean:bynight, whathandcanboatt, 
Or whiten morning, with the hoary froſt? 


_ Whole pow'rful breath, from northern 


regions blown, 
Touches the ſea, and turns it into ſtone ? 
A. ſudden defart ſpreads o'er realms defac'd, 
And lays one haif of the creation wake |! 
Thou know ſt me not;thy blindneſscannotſee 
How vaſt a diſtance parts thy God irom thee 
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Eanſt ou in whirlwinds mount aloft ? cank 
tnau 
In clouds and darkneſs wrap thy awfu! brow? 
And when day triumphs in meridian light, 
Put forth thy hand and ſhade the world with 
night ? Goll, 
Who launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them 
Suſpended ſeas aloft from pole te pole ? 
Who can refreſh the burning fauna plain, 
And quench the ſummer with 2 waite of rain? 
Who in rough defart+, far tro m nas tur, 
Made rocks bring forth, and delbiat on fire! 
There blooms the role, where human tacg 
ne'er ſhone, 
And ſpread: its hea:ties to the ſun alone. 
To check the ſhuw'r, who litts his hand on 
high, 
And ſhuts the fluices of the exhauſted ſky ; 
Wuienearthnolwger mournshergining veins, 
Her naked mountains, and her rufſer pains: 
But new us hte, 2 chearful piofpitt yields 
Ot ſhining rivers, and of ve, dant fields: 
When groves and foretts lav.{h 4!] their bloom, 
And earth and heav'n ate ld with rich 
pertune ? (iren 
Haſt thou e er ſcal'd my wintry ſkies, nad 
Of hail and faows my northern magazine ? 
Theſe the dread treaſures ot mine auger are, 
My fund of vengance for the dav ot war, 
When ciouds rain death, aud itorms at my 
command, 
Rage thro' the world, or walte a gnilty land, 
Who tought the rapid winds to fly % Fatt, 
Or ſhakes the centre with his e tern bla? 
Who from the ſk:cs can a whole deluge pou; ? 
Who ſtrikes thro' nature with the ſolemn roar 
Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall, 
3 in fierce lightning wraps the fly ing ball? 
or he wa6otrembles at the darted fixes, | 
Falls at the found, and in the flaſh expires. 
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Who drew the comet out to ſuch a fize, 
And pour d his flamingtraino'er halt the ſkies? 
Did thy reſentment hang him ont? does he 
Glare on the nations,and denounce, from thee? 

Who on low earth can moderate the rein, 
That guides the (tars along th* etherial plain? 
Appoint their ſeaſons, and direct their courſe, 
Their ſuſtre brighten, and ſupply their force? 
Canſt thou the ſkies' Heneveience reſtrain, 
And cauſe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain? 

Or, when Orien ſparkles f; om his iphere, 
Tha the cold ſeaſon, and unbind the year? 
Bid M.zzaroth his deilin' ſtation know, 
And teach the bright Arctures where to glow? 
Mine is the night, with ali her ſtars; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reſerve in ſtore. 
Doſt thou pronounce where day light ſhall 
be born, | 
And draw the purple curtiin of the morn ; 
Awake the ſun, and bid him come away, 
And glad thy world with his ohſequious ray? 
Halt thou, inthron'd in flaming glucy, driv'n 
JTriumphantrroundthe ſpacious rin got heav'n? 
Th t pomp of light, what hand fo tar diiplays, 
T uat diflant earth lies baſking in the blaze? 
Who did the foul with her rich pow'rs 
inveſt, 
An light up reaſon in the human hreaſt ? 
To ſhine, vith frethincreale of luſture, bright, 
Wien ſtars and fun are ſet in endes night? 
To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 

Th Almighty ſpoke : and, and ſpeaking, 

ſhook the ſky, 

What then, Chaldean Sire, was thy ſurprizz! 
Thus thou, with trembling heart and down» 

Cit eyes: 
& Once ard again, which I in groans depl ore, 
& My tongue has err d; but ſhall! preſume ns 
© more. 
« My voice is in eternal fi.ence bound, 


EE 


«And all myſoul fails proſtrate toheground.“ 
He ceas'd ; when, lo! again ch' Almighty 
ſpoke ; (wind broke. 
The ſame dread voice from the black whirl- 
Can that arm mealture with an arm divine? 
And canit thou thunder with a voice like 
mine! 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain 
The bulk of waters, the wide · ſprcading main, 
When, mad with ter: peſts, all the bi-lows rife 
In all their rage, and «4 «ſh the dutant ſł ies! 
Come forth, in beauty's excellence array*'d; 
And be the grandeur of thy pow: diſplay'd ; 
Put on omnipotence, and frowuing make 
The ſpacious round of the creation ſhik:; 
Diſpatch thy vengance, vid it overthruw 
Triumphant vice, iay lofty t rants low, 
And crumble them to dutt. Wien this i- done 
I grant thy ſafety lodg'd in thee alone: 

Ot thee thou art, and may*'tt und.iunted Gand 
Behind the buckler of tune own rivht hand. 
Fond man! the iſion of 4 moment made! 
Dream of a dream! and ſhndow of a he; 
Whit worlds hait thou produc'd, hu cica- 

tures fram'd, 
What inſects cheriſh'd, that thy God is blam'd? 
When, pain'd with hunger, the wild raven's 
brood 
Calls upon God, importunate for food, 
Who hear's their cry, who grants their haar ſe 
requeit, 
And Gills the clamou of the craving neſt ? 
Who in the cruel ottrich has twbdu*4 
A parent's care and tond inquietuie? 
hile far ſhe flies, her lcagie:'d eggearefornd;z 
Without an as ner, on the indy 2;ound ; 
Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy lie, 
And borrow lite from an indulgent (ky ; 
Adopted by the tun,in blaze of day, 
They ripen under his prolific ray. 
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( 239 ) 
Vnmindfal ſhe, that fome unhappy tread 
May cruſh her young in their neglected bed. 
What ime he ſk:ms along the field with ipeed 
She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſeed, 
How rich the peacock ; what bright glories 
run 
From p:ume to p.ume, and vary in the ſun ; 
He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray, 
Gives al! his colou:s, and adorns the day; 
Wich conſcious ſtate the ſpacious round dife 
plays, 
And ſlowly moves amid the waving blaze. 
Who taught the hawk to find, in ſenſon's wiſe 
Perpetual ſummer, and a change of ſkies ? 
When cicuds detorm the year, ſhe mounts 
the wind, 
. Shoots to the ſouth, nor fears the ſtorm behind] 
The ſun returning the returns again, (men. 
Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to 
Though ttrong the hawk, though practis'd 
well to fly, 
An eagle drops her in a lower ſky ; 
An «eagle, when, deſerting human fight ; 
ue ſeeks the fun in her unweary'd flight; 
Did thy command ber yeliow pinion litt 
so high in air, and tear her on the chtt, 
Where far above thy world ſhe (wells alone, 
And proudly makes the ſtreugth or rocks her 
Genz; vey, 
Thence ide o'er nature takes her dread ſur- 
And with glance predeſtinates her prey? 
She teatts her young with blood, and hov'ring 
er (gere. 
Th* unſlaughter'd hoft, enjoys the promis'd 
Knoweit rhow how many moons, by me 
athon'd, 
Roll o'er the inountain goat, and foreſt hind, 
Whyie pregnant they a mother's load fultain? 
They — in anzuich, and caſt forth their 
an. | 
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Male are their young, from human frailties 
Walk unſuſtain'd, and unaſſiſted feed; (freed ;; 
They live at once; foi ſake the dam's warm 
fide ; (guie ; 
Take the wide world, with nature fur hei 
Bound oer the lawn, or ſeek the diſtant glade; 
And find a home in each delighttul ſhade. 
Will the tall reem which knows no lord 
but me, 
Low at the crib, and aſk an a'ms of thee ? 
Submit his unworn ſtoulder tv the yoke, 
Break the ſtiff chod, & o'er thy turrow lnoak? 
Since great the ſtrength, go truſt him, void 
of care : 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year ; 
Bid him bring home the ſeatans to thy doors, 
And caſt his joad among thy gather'd ſtores. 
Diukt thou from ſervice the wild ais diſ- 
charge, y (large, 
And break his bonds, and bid him live at 
Thro'the wide waſte,his ample manſon, roam 
And lole himſelf in his unbounded home? 
By nature's hand magnificently fed, 
His meal is on the range of muuntaigs ſpread} 
As in pure air aloft he bouuds along, 
He ſees in diſtant ſmoak the city throng ? 
Conſcious of freedom, icorns the ſmother'd 
train, 
The threat'ning driver, and the ſervile rein. 
Survey the wariike horſe! didſt thou invelt 
With thunder, his robutt diftended cnet ? 
No ſenſe of fear his dauntleis fon! allays : 
"Tis dreadtul to behojd his noftrils biize ; 
To paw the vale he proudiy takes delight, 
And triumphs in the fulneis of his might; 
High-rais'd he ſnuffs the battle from atar, 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war; 
And mocks at death, and throws his foam 
around, 


And in a ſtorm of fury ſhakes the ground, 


5 
How does his firm, his riſing heart advanee 
Full on the brandifh'd ſword, & ſhaken lance ; 
While his fix'd eye ba.ls cet the dazziing 
ſhield, 
Gaze, and turn the lightning of the ſie d! 
He finks the evi: of jaio in gen'rous pride, 
Nor feels the ſh+ft that trembies in his fide 
Br neighs tothe ſhiill trumpets dreadtul blaft 
Il death; _ when he groans, he groans 
his lalt. 

But, ficrcer (till, the lordly lion ſtalks, 
G:imly may-ftic in his lonely waikss (flyy 
When reund he glares, all living creatures 
He clears the deſart with his rolling eve. 
Say, mortal, does he rouſe at ihy command, 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand ? 
Doſt chou for him in foretts bend thy bow, 
And to his gloomy den the morſel throw, 

W nere bent on death lie hid his tawny brood, 
And couch'd in dieadtul ambuſh, pant fue 
bloc 5 
Or, ſtrerch'd on broken limbs conſume the day, 
In darkneſs vrapt, and flumber o'er their prey ? 
By thepate moon they take their dettin'dround, 
An iafh their hdes,& furious tear the ground, 
Now ſhri Ks, and dying groans the deſart fill z 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous jaws diffi] 
W ithcrimionfoam;andwhenthe banquets o'er, 
T rnevttrideaway & paint their tteps with gore y | 
In il zht alone the ſhepherd puts his truſt, | 
And ihuddess at the talon in the duſt. 
Mild is iny Behemoth, tho” large his frame; 
Sinooth is his temper, and reprett his flame, 
Whi e unprovek'd. This native of the flood 
Lifts his haoad foot, and puts a- hore for food; 
Earth fir ks bencath him, as he moves along 
To ſeckihe herbs; andmingle with the throng. 
See with what ſtrength his harden'd loi us are 
bound, | 


lerer prget, aud aut àgainſt the wind. 
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How like a mountain cedar moves his tail! 
Nor can his complicated tinews fail. 
Built high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs 
The bars of fteelz his ribs are ribs of braſs ; 
His port majeſtic, and his armed jaw, 
Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain law. 
The mountains feed him, there the beaſts 
admire 
The mighty ſtranger, and in dread retire : 
At length his grexatnels. nearer they ſurvey, 
Graze w his ſhadow, and his eye obey. 
The fens and marſhes are his cool retteat, 
His noontide ſhelter from the burning heat. 
Their (edgy boſoms his wide coueh are made, 
Andgror es of willows give him all their ſhade. 
His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir d with 
| drought, 
He truſts to turn its current down his throat ; 
In leſſen'd waves it creeps along the plain 
He ſinks the river and he thirſts again. 

Go to the Nile, and from its fruitful fide, 
Caſt forth thy line into the ſwelling tide ; 
With lender hair Leviathan command, 
And ttretch his vaſtneſs on the loaded ſtrand. 
Will he become thy ſervant ? will he own 
Thy lordiy nod, and tremble at thy frown ? 
Or with his ſport amuſe thy leifure day, 
And, bound in fik with thy ſoft maitensplay? 

Shall pompous banquets fell with ſuch a 
rixe ? 
And the bowl journey round his ample fize ? 
Ur the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 


And various linihs to varivis marts convey ? 


'Thro'his firm ſcull what feel its way can win? 

What forceful engine can ſubdue his (kin ? 

Fiy far, and live z tempt not his matchleſe 
might; 

The braveit ſhrink to cowards in his light ; 

The raſheſt date not route him up; who then 


Shall turn en me among the ſons of men? 


* 


I hy 
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Am La dehtor ? haſt thau ever heard 
W hence come the gifts which are on me con- 
terr'd ? 
My laviſh'd truit a thouſand valleys fille, 
And mineithe herdmhat graze athuutnd hills? 
Earth, fca, aud air, all nature 15 my own ; 
And itars & lun are duit beneath my thrones 
And dar'it thou with the world's great father 
vye, (eye? 
Thou, who duſt tremble at my creaiue's 
At fwl my lange Leviathan that rife, 
Boait all his itrengtn, and ſpread his won- 
d rous fs. (mail, 
Who, great in ams, e er ſtripp'd his ſhining 
Or crown d his triumph wich a ſingle fraie ? 
Whole heutiuſtains him to draw 1c27? behold, 
Deitruction yawns his fpacicu- jaws untuld, 
And maiſhil*d round the Wide expanſe, dit- 
clic, - (on rows 
Tecth edg'd with death, and crowding rows 
What hideous t ings on either Re ae ! 
And what 2 dec; ubyl+ between tin lies! 
Mete witn thy lance, and with thy plumuzet 
lound, 
The one how long, the other how prof.nnd, 
His bulk is charg dwith fick a turious ſoul, 
That clouds of ſinoe from his ipiead noſteils 
roll, 
As from a4 furnace; and when roug'd h' ite, 
Fate iſſues trom ns j1ws in fireams of fic eg 
'T he rage of temprit-, and the roa of leus, 
1 hy ter1or, his thy great 1111-441 ior piceſe; 
Strenginh an i miple mou det Hine ate ; 
His weil joins fimbs are dread tu cone 
His fiaices of ſolid Befſh are Gow 1 party 
As ſtcei his nerves, as admit his heart. 
Wahenlateawak' he rear hiuntrom ine flools, 
An (reiching torth his itature tothe clouds; 
Wiithes in the tun aloft his tcaly height, 
And {tiikes we tant bills with tri! us ht 
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Far round her fatal damps of terror ſpread, 
The mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their dread. 
rgeis his front; and, when his burniſh'd eyes 8 1 
ift their broad lids, the morning ſeems toriſe. 
In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, E 
The ſwift-wing' d arrow, the deſcending blade; v 
His naked breaft their impotence defies ; 2 
The dart rebounds, the brittle fauchion flies. Þ 
Shut in himſelf, the war without he hears, o 
Safe in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpears; I 
p 
cl 
pt 
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The cumber'd ſtrand their waſted folliesſtro 

His ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. 
H's paſtimes like a cau!dron boil the flood, 

And blacken ocean with the riſing mud; 

The billows fecl him as he works his way; 

His hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea ; 

The foam high wrought, with white, divide 4 

the green, (beer . 

And diſtant ſailors point where death ha an 

His lite, earth bears not on her ſpacious face b · 


Alone in nature ftands his dauntleſs race, it, 
For utter ignorance of fear renown'd, (i 
In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around? BY ith 
Makes ev'ry ſwoln, diſdainful heart fubfide, N: 
And hoids dominion o'er the fon's of pride. ag 
Then the Chaldzn eas'd his lab'ring breaf to 
With fuli conviction of hi: crime oppreſt. the 
«© Thou canft accomp!:th all things, Lo m 

«« of Might! He 

« And every thought is naked to thy ſight. Az 
«« But oh! thy ways are wonderful, and li | 


„ Keyond the devpeſt reach of mortal eye. Th 
tt have I heard of thine Almighty pow bot 


4 But never ſaw thee till this dreadful hour wit 
« O'erwhelm'd with ſhame, the lord of life ab. 
« fee; nl) 


7 = 
« Abhor myielf, and give ry foul) to thee. Y hor 
% Nor hall my weakneſs tempt thine angY the 

more; aff 


P 
* Man was not made to queſtion but ador be | 
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„ Page 283 JT HRICE happy Job. c.] The Al- 


mighty's Sprech, Chap. xxxviite 


&c. which is what I pariphraſe in this little 


werk, is by much the fineſt part of ine nobjeity 
and molt ancient poem in the world, Biſhop 
Patric ſays, its grandeur is as much above all 
otherpoutry asthander i: juuder thana whiſper. 
In order to ſet this diztirgnithed part of the 
poem in a fuller light, ard give the reader a 
clearer conception. of it, I have abridged the 
preceding and ſub{-quent puts of the poem, 
and joineu them to 143 io that chi piece is a fort 
of ay epiteume ut the whule bock of Joh. 
Page 2344——From the tarkneſs broke 
A dreaiful voice.ardihus(h' Aimighty ſpoke.) 


Ihe book of job is well known to bedramatic, 


and, like the trage:lics ct vid Greece, is fiction 
built on Huth. P.ubiblyth> mottnoble partof 
it, the Almighty ſpeaking out vfrhe whrriwind 
(io ſuitahle to rhe atter practice of the Greek 
age, when there 14ppe:ied Dignus Findice 


Nodus,) is fictiious; wut it is a fiction more 


agreeable to theme which Job lived, than 


to any fince. Ficquent, hefe the law, were | 


the appearances of the Aimighty after this 
miner, Exidus ch. x1x. Foes x Jy 1. Sc. 
Hencr * he ſud to dwell in thick darkneſs : 
And have his way in the whirlwind. 

Page 285, Thus far thy firating tile, &c.] 
There iS A Very grear ure, al” that preceden; 
but chu» is 1<nal'y ſluhlime. We are fruck 
with aimiraton ,o fee the raft and uvgovern- 
abie ocean rece:viv; commands, and punctu- 
aley obeying them; to And it uke a managed 
horſe, raging, tulſing, and foimrrg, but by 
the rule and ductiun of its maſter. This 


paſſage yicids in ſublimity to that of Let there! 


be Light, &c. to much only, as the ablgiune 
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— of nature yields to the creation 
Of it. 

The like fpirit in theſe two paſſiges is no 
bad corcurrent argument, that Moſes is au- 
thor of the Hook of Job. 

Page 288, When, pain'd with hunger, the 
«wild raden brood, &c.] Another argument 
that Moſes was the author, ie, that moſt ct the 
creatures here mentioned are Egyptian. The 
reaſon given why the raven is particularly 
mentioned as an object of the care of provi- 
dence, is, becauſe by her clamorous and im- 
portunate voice, ſhe particularly ſcems always 
catling upon it; thence koraſſo a horax is to 
aſk earneſtly, lian. l. ii. ch. 48. And 
ſince there were ravens on the banks of the 
Nile more clamorous than the reſt ot that ſpe- 
cies, thoſe probably are meant in this place. 

Page 288, Who in the cruel erich has ſub. 
du ed, &c.] There are many inſtances ot this 
bird's (fupidity ; let two ſuffice. 

Firft, It eovers its head in the reeds, and 


| thinks iſelf all out of fight. 


Stat lumine clauſo » 

Ridendum revolula caput ; creditgue latere, 

Que non ipſa videt Claud. 

Secoudly, They that go in purſuit of them, 
draw the ſkin of an oftrich's neck on one 
hand, which proves a ſufficieat lure to take 
them with the other. 

They have ſo little brain, that Heliogabalus 
had ſix hundred for his ſupper. 

Here we may obſerve, that our judicious as 
well as tublime author, jult rouches the great 
points of diſit inction in sech creature, and 
then hattens to another, A deſcription is ex- 
act When you cannot add, but what is em- 
mon to another thing; nor withdraw but 
ſoin&thing peculiarly belonging to the thing 
delcrib d. T kengi is lolt in toe much de- 
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ſcription, as a meaniug often in too much 
1lluitracon, 

Page 289, What time ſhe flint along the 
field, &e.] Here is marked another peculiar 
quaiity of this creature, which neither flies, 
nor runs diſtinctly, but has a motion com- 
pos d of both, and, uſing its wings as fails, 
makes great ſed, 

Vata velut Libræ wenantum vocibus ales 

Cum permitur, calidas curſu tranſmitiit 
arenas, 


Ligue mo.lam weli ſinuatis ſlamine pennis 
talveru/enta volat— Claud. in Eutr. 


Page 289, She ſcorns the rider, and pur- 
ſuing feed. Xenophon ſays, Cyrus had horfes 
that could uvertike the goat, and the wild- 
aſs ; but none that could reach this creatuie. 
A thouſand golden ducats, or à hundred ca- 
mels, was tne itated price ot a horſe that 
could equal their ſpred. 

Page 289, How rich the peacock, &c.) 
Though this bud is bur juſt mentioned in my 
author, I could not furbear going a little far- 
the:, and ſpreading thoſe beautiful plumes 
(which are there ſhut up) into half a dozen 
ines. The circumſtance I have marked of 
hj: opening his plumes to the ſun is true. Ex- 
pandit colores adverſa maxime ſole, quia fic 
fulcemanus radiant, Plin. l. x. c. 20. 

Page 289, Tuo firong the kawwh, thy” prac- 
tis'd well to fly.) Thnanus (de Re Acct.) 
me! (tions a hawk that fiew trom Paris to 
London in a night. 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its ſwift- 
neſs, made t their {ymbol tor the wind; for 
which reaſon we may ſuppoſe the hawk, as 
well as the cr above, te have been A bird of 
note in Egypt. 

Paue 289, Thewce wide ler nature takes her 
dread jurviy, &C. Far cage is (aid to be of 
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ſo acute a fight, that when ſhe is ſo high in air, 
that man cannot fee her, ſhe can diſcern the 
Gaalleſt fiſh under water. My author accu- 
rately underſtood the nature of the creatures he 
Ceſcribes, & ſecms to have been a naturaliſt as 
well as a poet, which the next note will confirm. 
Page 289, Know'ft thou howw many nioons, 
by me aſfſign'd, &c.} The meaning of htis 
queſtion i, know'ſt thou the time and circum- 
ſtance, of their bringing forth? for to know 
the time only was eaſy, and had nothing ex- 
ti aordinary in it; bat the circumſtances had 
ſomething peculiarly expreſſive of God's Pro 
vidence, which makes © queſtion proper in 
- this place. Pliny obſerves, that the ind wich 
young is by inſtinct directed to a certain herb 
called Seſttis, which facilitates the birth. 
Thunder alſo (which looks like the more im- 
mediate hand of providence) has the («me et 
fect, PF. xxix. In D early an age to oblerv 
theſe things may ſtile our author a naturaliit 
Page 290, Survey the warlike horſe, &c. 
The deſcription of the horſe is the moſt cele 
brated of any in the poem. There is an excellen 
critique on it in the Guardians. I hall there 
tore only oblerve, that, in this deſcription, as i 
other parts of this ſpeech, our vulzar tranil: 
tiun has much more ſpirit than the ſeptuagint 
it always takes the originai in the mod pocti 
cal and exalred ſenit, ſo that mot commenta 
tars, even on the Hebrew itſelf, fall beneath it 
Page 291, y the pale moon they take thy! 
deftin'd round, &c'}' Pu;ſuing their prey b 
night 18 true of moſt wid beats, particulaii 
the lion, P/. civ- V. 20. | he Arabians have 
one among their 520 nam: for tne ion, hic 
ſignifies the Hunter by Moor ſhin: , 
Page 292, He inks @ river and he thirf 
again, &c. / y 


ful | 
- molt difficult. Diodorus ſays, they are not to 


| | © 299 ) 
Cephiſi glaciale caput, quo ſuetus anhelam 


Ferne fitim Python, amremqueavertere ponto: 
| Stat. I heb. v. 349. 
Qui ſpiris tegerit montes, hauriret hiatu 
umina, &c. Claud. Pref. in Ruf. 
Let not then this hyperbole ſeem too muck 
for an Eſtern poet, though ſome commens 
tators of name ſtrain had in this place for #® 
new conſtruction, through fear cf it. 
Page 292, Go ts the Nile, and from its fruit- 
ite c.] The taking the crocodile is 


be taken but by iron nets. When Auguſtus 
conquered Egypt, he {truck a medal, the im- 
preſs of which was a crocodile chained to a 
palm-tree, with this inſcription. Nemo antea 
rel:gavit. 

Page 292, The raſheſ dare not rouſe him up, 
c.] this alludes to a cuſtom of this creature, 
which is when ſeated with fiſh, to come aſhore, 
and ſleep among the reeds. 

Page 293, Beholl, 
Deflirufion yawns, his ſpacious jaws unfold, 
&c.] The crocodile's mouth is exceedin 
wide, When he gapes, ſays Fit totum Os, 
Martial iays to his old woman. 

Cum comparata rifibus tuis ora 

Nitiacus habet crecodilus anguſta. 

So that the expreſſion here 18 barely juſt. 

Page 293, Fate iſues from his jaws in 
flreams of fire.) This teo is nearer truth than 
at firſt view may be imagined. The crocodile, 
ſay tae natura:ilts, lying long under water, 
and being there forced to hold its breath, 
when it emerges, the breath long rep: eſt is 
hot, and burits out fo violently that it fe- 
ſembles fire and tinake. The horſe ſuppreties 
not his breath by any means fo long, neither 
is he ſo Lecce and animatcd ; yet the molt 
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eorrect of poets ventures to uſe the ſame 
metaphor concerning him, 
Colle Tumguepremenswolyitſubnaribusignem. 
By this and the foregoing note. [ wouid cau- 
tion againſt a falſe opinion of the _—_— 

, boldneſs from paſſages in them i underit.,ud. 

Page 293. Large is his front; and when his 

eburni/h'deyers, &c. ] His eyes are lite the eyelids 

gef the morning. I think this give us as great a. 
imageof the hing itwould expreſs, as can ente 
the thought of man. It is not improbable, that 
the Egyptians ſtole their Hieroglyphic for the 
——— which is the crocodile's eye, from 
this paſſage, though no commentator I have 
ſeen, mentions it. It is eaiy to conceive how 
the Egyptians ſhould be both readers and ad- 
mirers of the writings of Moſes, whom 1 ſup- 
pole the author ef this poem. 

I have obſerved already, that three or four 
of the creatures here deſcribed are Egyptias ; 
the two laſt are notoriovily fo ; they are the 
river-horſe and crocodile, the celebrated inha- 
bitants of the Nile; and on thoſe two it 15 that 
our author chictly dwells. It would hare 
Veen expected from an author more remate 
from that river than Moſes, in a catalogue uf 
creatures produced to magnify their creator, 
to have dwelt on the two largeſt works ct his 
hand, v:z. the elephant and the whale ; this 
is ſo natural an expeRation, that ſome com - 
mentors have rendered Behemoth and Levia- 
than, the elephant aud the whale, though the 

* deicriptions in our author will not admit of 
it; dut Muſes being (as we may well ſuppolc) 
under an immediate terror of the Hippopo- 
tamos and crocodile from their daily miſchiets 
and ravages around him, it is very dccount- 
able why he ſhould permit tl;em to take place, 
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